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To the Right Honourable 


William PultneyEſq; 


HE N your unweart- 
ed Application to the 
weighty Concerns of 
the Publick, will allow 


you the Leiſure to peruſe this 


Tragedy; I am perſwaded, the 


Choice of the Argument will 
meet with your Approbation: 
Since, there is not, in Englifþ 

I 2 Hiſtory, 


„ as 14 is 
a , 18 1 


The Dedication. 


Hiſtory, any remarkable Event, 
proper for the Stage, that fur- 
niſhes a fairer Occaſion of Incul- 
cating thoſe Principles, which 
tend to the Service of the King, 
and the Welfare of the Nation. 
And, notwithſtanding your Diſ- 
cernment in Performances of 
this Kind, may deterr the ableſt 
of our Writers; yet (beſide your 
natural Candour) the Love of 
your Countrey will incline you 
to indulge the Inabilities of the 
Poet, for the Honeſty of his In- 
tentions. | 


The Duke of GLovcesTER 
was a Man of Singular Goodneſs; 


%F 
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The Dedication. 


a wiſe and upright Stateſman z 
a great Oppoler of the oppreſſive 
Uſurpations of the See of Rome; 
a generous Favourer of the, then, 
poor and diſtreſt Commons; a 
powerful Oratour; a moſt loyal 


Subject; a learned Prince; and an 


Encourager of Learning: Which 


ſhining Qualities, even without 
the Advantage of his Birth, would 
render his Memory dear to Lou. 
It is the Happineſs of England, 
that, in the Age wherein Lou flou- 
riſh, the Nobles enjoy all their 
valuable Privileges 3 and yet, 
the Commons are neither Poor, 
nor Diftreſt : Whereby, Liberty 
13 and 
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The Dedication. 


and Property are become univer- 
{al, in Great Britain; the Govern- 
ment acquires a double Support ; 
and every Repreſentative of the 
People has yearly Opportunities 
to diſtinguſh Himſelf as a Pa- 
triot. 


It is a great Satisfaction to All, 
who know the Value of a Free 
Government, to ſee, at the Head 
of a Committee appointed to en- 
quire into the preſent Conſpira- 
cy, a Commoner, who is placed 
above all Hopes and Fears, but 

thoſe which regard his Countrey : 
A Gentleman, whoſe Abilities, 
whoſe Integrity, whoſe unva- 


rying 


T he Dedication. 


rying Conduct, whoſe Reſolu- 
tion, and whoſe ample Circum- 
ſtances, conſpire to make him 
equal to ſo great a Truſt. 


3 

You, SIR, can approve, or 
diſapprove, of Meaſures relating 
to the Publick; can accept, or 
refuſe, Employments of Digni- 
ty; influenced by no Motive, 
| but the General Good. This 
| State of Independency (the Bul- 
-wark of publick Vertue) has al- 
| ways given your Opinions their 
. due Weight, with equitable Minds. 
: Such an Engliſhman was the great 
: and good Duke HUMFREY, in 

- his Time: And, if you are 
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The Dedication. 


pleaſed to countenance my En- 
deavours to revive his Fame; I 
ſhall (with the utmoſt Gratitude) 
acknowledge it, as the greateſt 
Honour, and Obligation. 


J am, 
With the greateſt Reſpect, 
Wang, 
Tour moſt Humble, and 
moſt Obedient Servant, 


AMBR. PHILIPS. 


READER. 


HEZ, who have read 
pil Shakeſpear's Second Part 
7 Henry VI. may, pro- 

== ably, recollett moſt of the 
Paſſages, 1 have borrowed from 
Him, either Word for Word, or with 
ſome ſmall Alteration. Nevertheleſs, 
that I may not be thought unwilling 
to Acknowledge my Obligation to ſo 
great a Poet; I deſire my Readers will 


place to his Account, One or Two 


To the READER. 


Hints, and One intire Line in the 
Twenty fourth Page, where Elcanor's 
"Penance is related: Four Lines, in 
the thirty eigbih Page, where Beau- 
fort ſpeaks of Glouceſter's Popula- 
rity: Three Parts in Four of the 
Deſcription of the Duke's dead Body, 
in the Seventy firſt Page: And about 
Seventeen Lines in the laſt Scene; 
ſome of which are ſo very beautiful, 
that it may be queſtioned whether 
there be any Paſſages, in Shakeſpear, 
that deſerve greater Commendation. 


Mr. PHILFPS, 


TRAGEDY. 


HUMFREY Duke of Glouceſter. 


O rural Lays, eder yet in Manhood 
ripe, 

A Shepherd, didſt thou tune thine oaten 
Pipe. 

The Groves and Streams, and daiſy- painted Plains, 

The Joys and Griefs of unambitious Swains, 

Employ'd thy Verſe: Thy Verſe, whoſe magic 
- Force 


The Severn charm'd, and ſtopp d his ſilver Courſe, 
| Thus 
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To Mr. PHILIPS. 


Thus play'd thy Youth. But, weightier Cares 
engage, 
Thy more experienc'd Life, and learned Age: 
Thy Countrey's Love, thy Tragick Strains 
infuſe, 
And the Free Britons bleſs thy Patriot Muſe. 
Who has not heard Oreſte- dire Deſpair ? 
Who not repin'd for Gwendolen the Fair? 
What Freeman, but her Woes in Thought redreſt; 
And felt his own, inflam'd like Vanoc's, Breaſt ? 
And, lo! the Realm's Protectour, now, we 
View ! 
Thy Countrey's Glory, ſtill, thy Thoughts purſue. 
A Briton, (till, thy manly Scenes adorn; 
And warm the Soul, with Vertues Engliſh-born. 
To foreign Lands nor need we vainly roam, 
In ſearch of Glories, to be found at home: 
In our own Climate does the Laurel grow ; 
A Climate, fruitful of Heroic Woe ! 

At length, kind Fate has rais'd the Poet's Song, 
Indulgent to repair Brave GLOUCESTER's Wrong: 
At length, his Vertue in a Blaze appears, 

From the dark Night, retriev'd, of MonkiſhY ears. 

And now, thro' every Age, his Worth ſhall ſhine, 

And HUMFREY's Name be ſtill rever'd with 
Thine. 


LEONARD WELSTED. 


Mr. PHILIPS, 


TRAGEDY 


HUMEFREY Duke of Glouceſter. 


O guide by Precept, by Example 
warm; 

The Judgment to improve, the Fancy 

* charm; | 

Among the Nations Albion to adorn, 

Waſt Thou (Great Poet!) to our Albin born. 


Writers, of old, for Wit and Learning famed, 
Bleſt by a ſingle Muſe, ſurvive, with Wonder 
named. 2 


K Here 


To Mr. PHILIPS. 


Here, Sophoclet, in Buskin, graceful moves: 
There, gay Anacreon ſings the laughing Loves. 
In bold Olymprek Strains, ſee Pindar riſe; 

And bear the Hero to the diſtant Skies ! 
Theocritas his rural Tale prolongs; 

Where Shepherds ſtrive, in their alternate Songs. 
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Thus, Each lays claim to his peculiar Art; 
And different Talents have their different Part. 
In Thee alone, the Myxſes all combine; 

And all, by Turns, in Thee, ſuperiour ſhine. 


When, with thy Pipe, thou doſt delight the Plain, 
Nor thy Thalia does the Groves diſdain; 
Each Eat polite to thy ſoft Carol bends, 
And Noble Dorſet to the Swain attends. 


When Thou doſt prove the Theban Lyrick's 
Force, 
Swift and impetuous, as the Victor-Horſe; 
The applauding Shouts, from Alpbens Banks 
we hear, | 
In Numbers, yet, unknown to Modern Ear. 


Whea ſerious Themes to ſportive Thoughts 
give way, 
Soft is thy Song, and delicately gay; 
Ie cheering Bowl a threefold Vigour gains, 
And, with extended Empire, Beauty reigns. 
What 


To Mr. PHILIPS. 


What Mother weeps not, when her darling Son 
The Trojan Dame does, in thy Scenes, bemoan? 
What abject Wretch would ſhrink, when Nano 

warms 
His Free- born Britons to Vindictive Arms? 


But ; ſee thy GLOUCESTER, brave, and wiſe, 
and good; 
The laſt Great Worthy of his Princely Blood; 
Patron of Freedom, Bulwark of the State, 
A Victim ſinks, beneath the inveterate Hate 
Of factious Spirits; Foes to Reaſon's Laws; 
Shameleſs Defenders of a ſhameful Cauſe. 


To read our Aunalt, only, that ſet forth 
The Hero's great, his ill-requited Worth, 
His Godlike Soul, by baſe Deſigns, oppreſt; 
With Grief and Indignation, fills the Breaſt. 


What Paſſions, then, with double Force, muſt 
ride, k 

When we behold Him, placed before Gur Eyes 
In lively Scenes, with Energy of T houghr, 
And Power of Language, to Perfection wrought ! 
Who can, unmoved, ſuch ſtrong Impreſſions bear» 
Nor join Applauſes with a falling Tear? 
Who can ſuppreſs the Emotions of his Heart, 
Aſlail'd, at once, by Nature and by Art? 
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To Mr. PHILIPS. 


Yet, as Good HuMrREY s Vertues blazed on 
high, 
A painful Glory to each envious Eye: 
Thy matchleſs Genius may provoke the Spight 
Of the uninſpired Tribe; whoſe whole Delight 
Is Fuſtian, forced Expreſſion; who revile 
_ Juſt Nature's Product, and a purer Stile. 


Mean Time, do Thou no Waſte of Thought 
employ | 


On witleſs Malice; but thy Fame enjoy, 
In Merit, c mſcious; and, with Smiles, look down 


On the.repining Criticks of the Town. 


THO. WITHERS, 


EN p RO. 


Written by 


Mr. Bartholomew Paman, 


or THE 
MiDDLEe TEMPLE. 
Spoken by Mr. BO O K. 


- S Education moulds the tender Brain, 
2 Or free, or ſlaviſp Dottrines We 
. maintain. 

Where Aſia's Lord, with e Fa 


ſpotickh, reigns, 
y hole Nations boaſt the F.. of Chains: 
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PROLOGUE. 


Worſhip ſome Plant, or Reptile, as a GOD; 
And die with Rapture, at their Tyrant's Nod. 
Where never-erring Rome ſurps a Sway, 

To go by Reaſon, is to go aſtray. 

Freedom of Thokght, we Britons juſtly prize ; 
Parent of Liberty, and Scourge of Vice. 

Js vain, Tradition pleads the Force of Years ; 
At Reaſon's Touch, the baſe Alloy appears. 
In Foreign Climes, let Monkiſh Tales preſide; 
Truth is a Briton's never-failing Guide. 


Our free-born Bard a free-bor# Hero draus: 

HUMFREY; the Patron of Learn d Wickliff*s 
Cauſe. 

View here, the Force of Bigattry in Kings; 
View here, the Woes, that Superſtition brings. 
Behold a Stateſman, upright, wiſe, and good; 
Who bravely. for his Countrey's Welfare flood: 
But, ſure Deſtruttion is the Patriot . Doom, 
When Kings are Only Miniſters of Rome. 


In theſe ſhort Scenes, our Authour has, with 
Pain, 
Sketch'd out the Years of HENRY's tronbled 
Reigu; | 
Shewn by What Springs vile Politicians move ; 
How, Blood and Craelty, Rome's Prelates 


love ! | 
wy Awkward 


pPROLOG UR. 


Awkward in Plots, They little Cunning ſhow ; 
Murder's the deepeſt Policy they know. 
Britons, collict this Moral from our Tales 
Should, once again, the Papal Power prevail; 
Again, Religious Fires would dreadful ſpine; 
And Inquifitions prove their Right Divine, 
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The Perſons of the Play. 


; * | M E N. 


Humfrey, Duke of Glouceſter ; Uncle 
8 King; and Lord Protectour & Mr. Booth. 
Cie Ronen, N I” 


Hit Friends. - | 


Richard Plantagenet ; Duke of York. Mr. Mills. 
Richard Nevill; Earl of "ava" oþ Mr. Thur mond. 
Richard Nevill ; Earl of Warwick : * Mr. Fill 

to the Earl of Salisbury. Ain. 


Henry Beaufort; Cardinal, and Biſhop 
of Wincheſter : Uncle to the Duke of Mr. Cibber: 
Glouceſter ; and Great-Uncle to the 1 
King. , ö 5 


Of — and the Queen's Faction. 


William de la Pole; Duke of Suffolk. Mr. Watſon. 
Humfrey Stafford ; Dake of Buckingham. Mr. Mills jun. 


WOMEN. 


Margaret, Daughter to Reiner, Duke 
of Anjou; Queen to King H 
the Sixth : Secretly in 2 wit dun Oldfield, 
the Duke of Suffolk. 


Eleanor, Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, Wife 
to Duke Humfrey. Four, Porter. 


An Officer of Juſtice. 
Two Rufhans, k 


The ACTION paſe within the King's 
| Palace, in Weſtminſter, 


N UM FR E r 


Dux R of 


GLOUCESTER. 


* — . 
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ACT IL. SCENR I 
Dake of York, Earl" of Salisbury, 
Earl of Warwick. 


YORK... 
I 7 HY, e 


i | 775 of Warwick ; 


Y Way Father and So, Zach, of the Other 
worthy : 


8 It is apparent, England's Glory fades: 
Henry of Bolingbroke was born for 
| Rule; 0 
And left a Son, = (O, erer dear Remembrance) 
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22 HUMFREY, Date of Gloucefter. 


Whoſe matchleſs Vertues prov d him More than Man. — 
But, this Sixth Henry. — 
Salis. Good your Grace of York ;— 
Forbear to dwell on this unpleatng Theme : = _ 
A King, by Prieſts, and by a Woman, govern'd — 
To fave the ſinking State, be now our Care: 
If, happily, We may diſpell the Storm, 
Black-lowerinig o'er the Head of noble Glouceſter ; 
The Safeguard, — the Protectour, of the Realm. 
My Son, inform us: — Thou has ſeen his Highneſs. 
York.” Speak,” War wick * For on glare ger $ mighty 
Fate, a 
The doubtful Welfare of the Land is poiz'd : — 
Say, how he bears the Seiſure of his Wite ; 
This rude Attack, where moſt he lies unguarded. 
Warw. Right-Noble York ; I need not to unfold 
Duke Humfreys Scorn of Slander. He contemns 


The trivial Malice of his Foes; and bids 


His injur d. Conſort, pay their Spight with Smies * 
Till Time ſpall bew Her loyal, as Himſelf. 

York. Till Time ſhall ſhewy !— wherein is She difloyal ? 
Moſt frivolous Pretence of Guilt ! — 

Warw. That, She had faſhion'd x K 
A Mode! of his Majeſty, iti war; ag 2k 
With which , his Perſon is to Sympathy \ 21 
Conſuming daily, as the War conſumes. | 

York. Now, by my Hopes of Heaven, I could Wee | 
Such Forgeries againſt my Boſom's Darling! - 
Such feign'd Offences, as. exceed all Faith; 
And bag Defiance to Man's Underſtanding. | 
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HuurREY Duke of Glouceſter. 23 
Salli. Urged, like Plantagnet ! — The Lord Protectour 


He thinks, the common Reaſon of Mankind 
Will clear her of the ſenſeleſs Imputation. 
But, what is Reaſon, when ungodly Prelates 
| Hoodwink the Mind; and make us Fond of Darkneſg? 
Mark; if I judge amiſs; —This Charge of Treaſon, 
Founded on Sorcery, and idle Tales, 
May coſt Dame Eleanor her deareſt Life; 
And be the Prelude to her Husband's Downfall, 
Tork. I like it not. SCH! 
' Warw, Nor T.— © 
In Miſchief s dark Deſigns; Rome u bfi! | 
Salizh, This unexpected Summons from the King, 
To meet in Parliament, to Morrow, - bodes — * 
What, ſhall I fay? — Perhaps, I over-rate 
The Policy of Knaves. — And yet, I know, 
The Proclamation was not Glauceſters Doing: 
Narw. But, — ſee whe Beaajers comes: —= The Car- 
dinal, 
Who bears his Head aloft, beneath his Hat, 
And looks with Scorn' on Princes, 1 
York. Hence, my Lords ! — 
His conſecrated Pride offends my Eye. 
Warw. To me, it miniſters but daily Mirth. 
York. We leave you to your Humour, 
| Warw. But a Moment. 


SCENE. 
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Too tamely bears this Inſult on his Dutch es. 
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24 HuurREY Duke f Glouceſter. 


CECERPNT' . 
Warwick, Beaufort. 


Warw. How he collects his Brow ! Intent on Miſ- 
chief: | | 
His own ambitious Views; — or, Glowceſter's Ruin. 
Beavff. Firſt, to diſgrace bim, in his Wife: In That» 
We gratify the Queen; who, now, expect us. 
Harw. Save you, my good Lord Cardinal. — You 
ſeem | 
To ſtoop; as burden d with ſome weighty Thought. 
Beauf. Alas my my Load! — It is my Grief fits heavy. 
Warw. Grief, for the Lady's Innocence ;—1 fear. 
Beau. So would my Nephew Glouceſter have reply d 
But; — of Her Innocence, the Reverend Biſhops 
Wil give their upright Judgments.— Heaven knows, , 
My Heart is void of Malice, — as of Favour: | 
And, — were it not, my Brethren might ſuſpect 
Me partial for the honour of my Niece g 
I would, myſelf, aſſiſt upon her Trial. 
Warw. Come, come ; my Lord of urn 
For ſhame, 
Prevent a Complot of ſo foul a Nature! 
And free the Dutcheſs; — for the Kingdom's Quiet. 
Bear. Wherefore am J reproached ?— Can I reſtrain, 


Or, can I turn aſide, the Courſe of Law ? 
| Wars, 


Wy 
Pe. X 


HUMFREY, Duke of Glouceſter. 25 


Warw. But if, in times of zealous Ignorance, 
A Law be made, which Reaſon diſannulls; — 
Beauf. Warwick, — no more : — Thy Mind is liber- 
tine. — 
If thou think't Witchcraft, but a fabled Crime; 
To Morrow, may*ſt Thou, in free Parliament, 
Declare in Favour of that deadly Sin, 
Our holy Church condemns, — Mean time, We truft, 
The Lord Protectuur s Wife is innocent. 


SCENE IL 


Warwick. 


Farewell, Hypocriſy and Pride! — Grey Hairs, 
And griping Hands ! — Ambitious ; — harſh and 
dread full, 
Pven to thy Friends — What a Diſgrace, that Men, — 
That Kings, ſhould ſtand in Awe of ſuch a Pageant! 
A Shew of Sanctity, trick'd up in Scarlet. 
Believe in Sorcery ?— No, Cardinal! — * 
Thy Wit is not ſo dull. — What have the Laity 
To do with Faculties, They dare not uſe? — 
Reaſon, in Us, is Carnal. — Beaſts that we are ; 
To ſuffer Rome to ſhackle our tree Thoughts, 
And fool our very Senſes !— But, Soft. — 
Here comes the Sovereign Power! — Our female Ruler: 
In Feature Woman ; but, in Heart, a Man : | 
L Fir. 
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26 HuurREY, Duke of Glouceſter. 


Fair as the Qrezn of Beauty; Bold, as Mars, — 
And ſee, how Suffolk gently moulds her Hand; 
And whiſpers Things, — not fitting for My Ear. 


© 5 


: . "ut - - 
A = { 1 p 9 
8 & N . n * dl - , * 9 4 8 > 


SCENE. IV. 


Ween Margaret, Duke of Suffolk 
V Cardinal Beaufort. f 


Queen. Still in our Favour, Suffolk ſhalt Thou Stand 
The Foremoſt. Well; my Lord Cardinal: Ho goes 
The Buſineſs of the Day ? — Is Eleanor 
Adjudged ?— Or, muſt her Treaſon proſper ; 

And Herry's Life ſubmit to magick Spells? 
That She may place the Crown on Glowcefter's Brow ; 
And drive Us, like a Vagrant, from the Realm. 
Suff. Firſt, periſh the Protectour, and his Friends! 
Beauf. Have better Hopes. — Within Saint Sterbens 
Chapel, | 
This Hour, and more, the Spiritual Court is fate: 
In which, preſides his Grace of Canterbury. 

Queen. fear his Courage, s he firm of Purpoſe ? 
Does he not dread tizat overbearing Glouceſſer ? 

Can he d-ſpile the clamouring Populace ; 
And prize the Friendſhip of a grateful Queen? 

Bearf. Fear not for Chicheley, Madam: Moſt Orthodox, 
In every Point; the Scourge of Hereticks, 

He will not be incliq'd to ſtrain for Mercy 


Toward One, turn'd Proſelyte to Wicklif's Errours. 
Queen. 


N g 


 HumFREY, Dake of Glouceſter. 27 


Queen. But, will your Evidence inforce Conviction? — 
For, oftentimes in Courts, when Doubts ariſe, 
Do Crimes evade the Intention of the Law. . 
Suff. The Queen obſerves judiciouſly. — There lies 
The very Streſ of all our Hopes, How ſay you, 
My Lord of Wincheſter? — For ſhould we fail 
In this Attempt j — 
Beavf. Suffolk; — go tutour Boys! — 
I will not fail, — as Thou did'ſt fail, in France. 
If you appove not of my Workiug ; — So! — 
Get abler Heads. 
Dueen, The Duke is over-zealous.— 
We doubt not of your Policy; long vers d 
In Court-Intrigues. — But, this Affair is Nice: 
And, as it turns, Duke Humfrey ſtands, or falls. 
Beauf. Let, who will, fall; —Juſtice muſt hold her Sway+ 
Such Witneſſes are ready to confirm 


Each Circumſtance of the notorious Fatt, A 


That this proud Dame ſhall haunt the Court, no more ; 
Nor yet, abide within the Church's Pale: — 
And then, — her Life will be at our Diſpoſal. 
Suff. Yours be the Merit: 
Queen. And accept My Thanks. 
Oh, Beaufort ! — Gratify my Soul in This; 
And Thou may'ft ask, — ask any Recompence! — 
Thy Wealth. vaſt as it is, Thou ſhalt account it poor! 
Drain from all Parts: Accumulate, at Will! 
Beauf. Alas, I covet not! — Of honeſt Gains 
I would have Store, indeed; — for pious Uſes. 


L 2 Suff 
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Suff. Your Eminency is too Good, we know, 
Too Wiſe; —to miſapply your Wealth. — But, ſee; 
The Duke of Buckingham. 


SCENE V. 


The Queen, Duke of Suffolk, Cardinal 


Beaufort, Duke of Buckingham. 


Beauf. What of Dame Eleanor ? — 
Deen. Speak Buckingham, — 
Buckin. Madam, the Trial is over, 
Queen. But, how? — 
Buckin. J heard her Doom pronounced. 
Queen. Give me the Words. 
Pronounce it o'er again: — Miſs not a Tittle. 
Buckin. The Biſhops were unanimous : — When from 
his Throne, 
Old, venerable Chicheley, thus, gave Sentence, 
« Name Eleanor; — Thou ftand'ſt convict of Sorcery :— 
& Sorcery moſt foul, againſt the Lord's Anointed ; 
Our Sovereign Leige: - A Crime, that merits Death — 
« For which Offence, thy Penance is ; Bare-foot, 
To paſs along, through the wide City- Streets; 
« Carrying a lighted Taper in thy Hand: — 
That every Witneſs of Thy publick Shame 
« May ſee, No Dignity is rais d above 
The Cenſure of the Church, 
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Quran. Proceed. What, more ?— 
Pauſe, yet, a While; and recollect the Whole. 
Buckin. * This done; — Cloſe Priſoner, in the Iſle of 
cc Man, 
« Remain in Penitence:—And ask, of Heaven Forgiveneſs. 
Such, Madam, is the Sentence on the Dutcheſs ; 
Who is conducted to the Palace Priſon. 
Beaaf. A merciful Award, for ſuch a Crime! | 
Queen. It is ſufficient, Beaufort Let her Lire: 
Live Infamous; — far, from her Lord, divided; 
The publick Scorn ; — Derifion of the Court! 
Beax}. I know, your Majeſty does not require 
Extremity of Juſtice: — 
Queen. No! — Let her live! To Age, in Anguiſh 
pine: 
And, late, enjoy the Happineſs of Death. 
Oh, my Lord Cardinal; Suffolk ; Buckingham ! — 
Condemn me not, my Friends, if I rejoice, — 
If I exult, in Eleanor s Confuſion! — 
Have I not Reaſon ?— Was I not her Queen? — 
Yet who, but She, of All the Nobles Wives, 
O'erlook'd my Rank; and vied with Me, in Grandeur? — 
When She appear d, loaded with Gold and 
Sweeping her Train along; All Eyes She 
While 1 ſtood, diſregarded, in the Circle; 

Or paſs d, unheeded, through the Throng of Courtiers. 
Now,— let her draw All Eyes: — Now, let them gaze 
Their Fill; — as, through the crouded Streets, She walks 

In Penance : — Till, wounded with Revilings, 
Remorſe be ſix d, for ever, in her Soul! — 
L 3 due, 
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But, — I have done. Beaufort; Thy Thought is buſy. 
Unfold thy Mind. 

Bean. On this Succeſs, — methinks, — 
Another might be rais'd ;— of higher Import. 

Queen. As how? 

Suff. Diſcloſe it to the Queen. 

Bearf. Somewhat, — 
More tending — to the Honour — ofthe King. 

Queen. Speak out; good Cardinal. 

Beaxf. And yet, — my Zeal, 
Perhaps, is over-ſedulous, 

Buckin. Fear not.— 
Suffolk and I ſhall not betray the Secret: — 

Suff. Nor, ftart from any Purpoſe, — here, approved 

Beavwf. What, though the Duke of Glouceſter be a Man, 
Not lighty moved ?— Yet, —can I well conceive, 
His dating Love for Eleanor will raiſe 
A Ferment in his Blood. — Confiding in his Power, 
And, deſperate to prevent her publick Shame ; 
He may be wrought to ſuch a Pitch of Raſhneſs, 
That We, at once; may lift him from his Office: — 
His Uſurpation c, the Sovereign Power. | 

Queen. That were a Maſter-Stoke, in Policy! 

Beauf. Not, that I bear Diſpleaſure to my Ne- 

phew., — 

But, — while he ſtiles himſclf the Lord Protetour; 
He does eclipſe the Luſtre of the Crown : — 

Suff. That, in Another, would be. conſtrued Trea- 

on: — 
- Buckiz, Nor, is it leſs, in. Him. 


Quien 


Queen. What think you, then; my Lords? — 
Seems not the Cardinal to counſel wiſely? -. 

Suff. I think, the Event will-anſwer'to our Wiſhes: 

Bucking. It cannot fail. 

Queen. Then, —am I Queen, indeed! — 

Beauf. Or, — ſhould our Wm 

then; 

We think. — again. Tou, my Led Packing, 
Find Glouceſter out; — and, ſharpen his Reſentments: 
While I prepare my Brethren, to aſſert 
The Juſtice of their Sentence. 

Dyeen. May your Purpoſe 
Prove as ſucceſaful, as the Hopes are pleaſing. 
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s CHAN 
The Queen, Duke of Suffolk... 


* Protetour of the Realm 1 
Suff And yet, — how long, have We endur d his Sway 
Queen. Is not the King of Years to rule? Beſide z— 
It turns to My Diſhongurz= And, my Father, 
In all his Letters, chides my mean Submiſſion.— 
Muſt I be Gloucefter's Pupil, too? Oh, Suffolk ! 
If Thou doeſt love me Thou lov'ſt Thyſelf; 
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As thou haſt ſeated me on England's Throne, 

Let me not be control d: Aſi, — reſolve, 

To reſcue me from ſuch Diſgrace ! 

Suffolk. By thoſe bright Charms, 

That heavenly Form, which captivates my Soul; 

Your Suffolk will employ his utmoſt Skill, 

His whole Endeavours ; riſque his Lite and Fame, 

To humble haughty Glouceſter to your Nod! — 

And thoſe fair Hands ſhall hold the Reigns of Empire. 
Qucen. Then, ſhall my Suffolk ſhare the Rule with 

Me ! — 

A Rule, too turbulent for Henry's Meekneſs. 
Sulf. But, — ſhould Duke Humfrey fee the King ; — 
Deen. I know — 

His Preſence over - as him. — Leave, to Me, 


That Care. 


Suff. Mean time, will I adviſe with Beawforr ; 
Whoſe working Brain is bent on Gloweeſter's Ruin: 
Not, for Your Service, Madam 5— nor, the King's ; — 
But, to deſtroy the Man, who Twice accus'd him, 

And Studies to defert his whole Ambition. Y 

Queen,. Fear not his towering Hopes. — When the 

Time comes; 
We ſhall exclude him from Saint Peter's Chair. 


SCENE 
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S CEN E vn. 


A Priſon belonging to the Palace. 


Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. 


By falſe Accuſers,—- þy invented Crimes, — 

My Enemies have triumphed, — Even their Mercy, — 
May I not call it Cruelty ? — My Death 
Had ſet a ſpeedy Period to their Milicez — 

And, placed my Soul above the Rage of Rome. 

O. Thou eternal Power, whole piercing Eye 
Diſcerns each ſecret Guilt; — ſearch thou my Heart! 
And, as Thou know'ſt Me innocent, ſupport me; 
And, to the World, acquit my blemiſh'd Fame, 

But, here comes One, who doubles my Affliction. — 


SCENE VIII. 


* Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, Dale of 
Glouceſter. 


Durch. O, Gloucefter !— Lord of my Deſires ! = My 
Glory !— 


Oh. vherefore ſhould'ſt Thou viſit Thy Diſhonour ?— 
22008 - Fain 
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Fain would I hide my Shame from Thee! — Be gone; 
And leave me to my Penance, 
Duke. No, — Eleanor: 
Sooner, would I ſubmit to the Indignity ! 
Think'ſt thou, that Glouceſter's Wife ſhall be expos'd ?— 
A Spectacle to gaping Crowds; —the Mock 
Of every vulgar Tongue! — 
Dutch. My deareſt Lord; 
For Your loved Sake, I wiſh, it might not be! 
Duke. For Thy lov'd Sake, it, ſhall not : Come. — 
what may! 
Audacious Prelates! — Miniſters of Rome 
Moſt wicked Agents to the infernal Foe ! 
Could I have ſuſpected you of ſuch Preſumption, 
You never ſhould have judg'd Her Innocence.— - 
But, I defy your infamous Tribunal! 
Upheld by Frauds, and ſuperſtitious Fears. — 
Are there not Crimes, Tufficient, in the World 
But You muſt raiſe fantaſtick Treſpaſſes, ) 
And tyrannize by Fables ? Foul Ddlufions! 
Dutch. If, to be zealous in the Search of Truth; 
If, to abhor foul! Errours, be a Crime; 
Then, is my heavy Condemnation juſt: — 
If Heaven thinks otherwiſe ; — Heaven be my Comfort ! 
Duke. Enough, my Love. For better Purpoſes 
Reſerve thy Tears. Thy Vertue is thy Guilt. 
But, I will turn it to their own Confuſion. 
A waxen Image, to deſtroy the King ! 
No ;— baſe ImPoſtors! — Your pernicious Counkels, 
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Rome's gainful Superſtitions, are His Bane; 
The People's Grievance, and the King's Reproach. 
Sweet Eleanor, — diſmiſs thy needleſs Grief, — 
Thou ſhalt not ſuffer, 
Dutch. But, — the Church enjoins it. 
And, who ſhall dare oppoſe What They decree ? 
Dwke. Oppole Iniquity?— Impicty?— and Craft? — 
And Pride? — And Inſolence; beyond Support! — 
Are there no Free, — no Righteous, Engliſh Spirits? 
Has the Protectour, then, no Power? No Friends? — 
What? — Give thee up, — a Sacrifice to Falſchood ! 
And be the Scoff of Beaufort ; and of Suffolk; 
And, of that Queen ;— indigent Reiners Daughter ! 
Judge not, ſo meanly, of thy Glouceſter's Love. 
Dutch. Alas, my Lord; your Love and your high 
Courage 
Make you o'crlook the Dangers, I foreſce! 
The Puniſhing of Me is but a Snare 
For Glonceſter's Life, — Should You, to reſcue me, 
Exert your Power, and ſummon all your Friends; 
Your Enemies, combin'd, will call it Treaſon. 
Duke. It is thy Tenderneſs creates theſe Fears! 
Fenced with Integrity, I live ſecure: - 
My Loyalty admits of no Suſpicion. 
Dutch. So, did you judge of Me. 
Duke. Perfidious Wretches!— 
They promis'd to acquit thee. — But, no more. — 
I will protect thee, ſtill. The nobleſt Peers, 
Whoſe Wives and Daughters are, in Thee, diſhonour'd. 
Are, All, concern d; and will avenge this Outrage. 
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Ere now, thou had'ſt been ſet at Liberty; 
But that, it ſeems, I am deny'd Admittance 
To the King, my Nephew ! — That dowerleſs Queen 
Has taken him to her Keeping. 
Dutch. Be aſſur d. | 
Beaufort and She, Both in Contrivance ſubtle, 
Have plotted, deep, againſt your envy'd Power: — 
And. That deſtroy'd; — Whoanſwers for your Life 
Oh, did you know the Terrours of my Heart, 
You would not tempt the Malice of your Foes! 
Dube. I tempt it not. But, Iam ſtung,— to Death !— 
And, how ſhall I diveſt myſelt of Feeling? 
Say, injur'd Innocence! — What can I, more? 
Dutch, Let your Reſentment fleep. — The paticnt 
Mind, 
By yielding, overcomes. — This ſhameful Penance 
Will turn, hereafter, to our laſting Praiſe; 
When Men ſhall ſpeak of Eleanor's Submiſſion, 
And Glouceſter's brave Forbearance! — Both, alike, 
Preferring England's Quiet, to their Own. 
Duke. Excellent Woman! — How doeſt Thou per- 
{wade ! 
Dutch. This is no Time for Rage ; — nor private 
Gruzgings. — 
The People's Diſcontents, the King's Affairs, 
The Nation's Weal, require your cool Advice. 
Duke: O, Eleanor — In Vertue finiſh'd; — Wiſe, 
Beyond thy Sex !— Well doeſt Thou caution me. 


Datch. 


nt 


* 


Nor, ſhalt thou, Here, abide. I am determin d 


Do I ſupplicate. — Preſerve yourſelf; — and Me: — 
Preſerve the King; — Preſerve the publick Peace 
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Durch. Let them enjoy their poor Revenge, a While. 
Conſcious of no Offence, — Why ſhould I grieve? 
Where Guilt is abſent, there can be no Shame. 

Dake. But, — if I live, I will repay their Malice, 


Enter an Officer, | 


Fellow; — What would't thou ? — 
Dutch. Good my Lord; — ſpeak gently. — — 
He comes to lead me forth, to — 
Duke, Hence, — Miſcreant ! TY 
Dutch. I do beſeech you! Uſe your Moderation. 4 
Duke. Be gone !— The Duke of Glouceſter warns thee 7 
hence : — = 
The Lord Protectour warns thee; — on thy Life! © = 
Durch. Stay, Officer I come. The Duke forgets — 
Sweet Heaven, appeaſe him, now !— My Lord. 
Duke. I ſay, N 
Thou ſhalt not go; — till J appoint the Time. 
Nay ; — Never, will J ſuffer thee to go! 


If, it be Raſhneſs ; — Let me, then, be raſh ;— 
Let me be deſperate! in thy Defence. — 433 
The People, — All, will juſtify my Couduct. 
Dutch. O, my lov'd Glouceſter /— Oh, recall your 
Reaſon.— 
We ſtand upon a Precipice! Thus, kneeling, 


And, make no Me the Cauſe of civil Diſcord, . 
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Duke. Riſe, then, — Thou gentle Calmer of my Breaſt; 
Balm of my wounded Soul! I am reſignd — 
T will incur no Blame. — Go, then! — But; when 
This Penance is perform'd ;— Thou muſt away! 
. Yet, — ſhall the Sea, not long, divide our Loves. 
: +] Thou ſhalt return :— Or, I will haſten after. 


i Durch. Mean Time. Adieu. Each Night, — 
+ Fach lonely Hour, — will I not ceaſe to pray 
j ; 5 For England's Happineſs, and Glauceſter's Safety. 
5 1 1 Duke. Heaven have thee in Protection! — This Em- 
| ig brace, — | 
_ Dwtch.. And, This; my Lord! 
1 Duke. Oh. — Eleanor ! — 
Dutch. Nay, —do not grieve. 3 4 
Duke. Do Thou 


Not grieve, — 
Dutch. Once more, — Adieu. 
Duke. Oh, — ſtay! — And, take — 
The tendereſt Rapture of my Soul, —to cheriſh! — 


; 
NESS 
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Then, —by my Sufferings, Beaufort! — And Thou, 
Suffolk 1 — 
And Margaret, — Diſhonour of the King ! — 
Howe'er 
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Howe'er I bear it outwardly; —think not, 

That Glonceſter lives, Inſenſible of Wrongs! — 

And, you have Wrong'd me, — Where I feel it Moſt ! 
But, — let it fleep. — The publick Wrongs redrels; | 

And, thy own painful Griefs, a While, ſuppreſs. 

Within thy Breaſt, compoſe the doubtful Strife: 

Thy Countrey, firſt, relieve z and then, thine injur'd 

Wife. 


The End of the Firſt Art. 
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ACT IE SCENE 1, 
Beaufort, Suffolk. 


BEAUFORT. 


NDEED, my Lord, it is a Diſappoiut- 
ment. 
<8 1 I did not think, my Nephew Glouceſter 
con have been 
So Meck ! — Perhaps, —his Love is in the Wane. 
Suff. Rather ſuſpect, He Stifles his Reſentment ; 
Deterring Vengeance, to make Vengeance Sure. 
Beau, It is not in his Nature. — A froward Infant, 
As ſoon, may be inſtructed to diſſemble. 
And yet, — He thinks himſelf exceeding Wile ! 
And, the poor Commons. praiſe him, for a Stateſman, 


Suff. 
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Suff. I knovꝰ not, What to hope; nor, What to fear. 
But, I repent, we did fo raſhly, ſhew 
Our Fnmity : — A fruitleſs Provocation; 
Since, it impairs not his eſtabliſh'd Power. 

Beau. Why This to Me? — Can I beſpeak Events? 
It was the Queen's Deſire: — You know, it was. 

Suff. You turn too quick upon my Thought! — I 

grant, 

It was the Queen's Defire, — But, moſtly ſhe demands, 
That the Protectour's Power be overthrown. 

Beauf. Not, in an Inſtant; ſure! — My good Lord 

Suffolk. — | 

A little Patience; — and it may be done» 

Suff. But; let us till be mindful, —that, to Morrow. 

Beavf. Firſt, let to Morrow come! — Or, — come 

This Night! — 

In That ſhort Interval, may lie, conceal'd. 
An Hour, that ſhall determine Humfrey's Rule. 

Suff. I grow impatient! — That, the Glaſs of Time 
Had, Now, begun to meafure out. That Hour! 

Beauf. Suppoſe him, then exaſperated: — Whether, 
For Eleanor's Diſgrace ; — Or, being refus d 
To ſee the King: — Or, Both, — Ere Night he ray, 
With Indignation ſtung, give up his Office. — 
Net, that I build Thereon, — He may, to Morrow, 
Be abſent from a Parliament, thus ſummon d, 
Without confulting Him. Or, — at the Worſt; = - 
Let us ſuppoſe, — he ſhould appear, —prepar'd; — 
With all his Friends, to Noiſe it on his Side! 

M 3 Suf, 
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Suff Ay, my Lord Cardinal :— That Suppoſition ! — 
Beauf. Yet, — even then, we undertake to triumph ! 
Suff. Therein, I do confeſs, My Forelight fails. 
Conſider, — He is eloquent of Speech; 

In Utterance, bold: And, has obtain'd ſuch Credit, 
That All aſſent to What His Lips averr. 
Then, — there is Warwick; of a Wit, engaging; 
Keen, in Debate; and ready, to reply: 
And, —York; who pours a Torrent of Diſcourſe: 
And, — Salisbury; of a dangerous Diſcernment. 
How can We ſtem this Tide of Enmity ? 
Beauf. By ſuperiour Skill. — Since, we are embark'd, 
We muſt not tant: But, ſteady, ſteer our Courſe. 
Two Tempeſts, rais d by Glouceſter and his Faction, 
Already have I weather'd! — 
Suff. My Doubts arile, 
Not out of Fear; but Caution. — Propoſe 
Some Speedy Counſel, for our common Safety. 
Beauf. Firſt, — let his Majeſty prepare a Speech; 
A Speech, wherein He thanks the Duke, his Uncle, 
For his long, faithful Services: — Then, adds; 
That, Now, in Manhood ripe, his Sovereign Dignity 
Demands, the Lord Protectour's Office ſhould expire. 
Suff. This will not be diſpleaſing to the King, 
Beavf. Or, if it ſhould ; —the Queen muſt, then, em- 
peo 
Her powerful Influence. That Point ſecur d; 
We muſt be diligent: Try every Art 
To canvals Voices: — Win over forac, with Hopes; 
And 
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And ſome, with Fears, — And, buy our ſpendthrift 
Lords, | 
And needy Commons. 
Suff. It ſeems a happy Thought! 
But here comes Glouceſter ; And, 2 —— 
nance, 
Diſpleaſure lowrs. 
Beaxf. As I could wiſh! Let us | 
Abide his Frowns; — and, found his Diſcantents. 
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SCENE IE 
Beaufort, Suffolk, Glouceſter. 


Glow. Say, Duke of S»ffolk ; and You, my reyerend 
Uncle; 
What is my Crime; — that I am, thus, deny'd 
Admittance to the King? — I thought, my Offices © 
My Right of Blood, and my unwearied Services, 
Might, every Hour, intitle me to a-Hearing: ' 
Whether to adviſe; requeſt ; or, to remonitrate. 
Suff. Suffolk does not preſume to blame the King; 
Nor yet to charge your Highneſs with a- Crime. 
Beauf. Perhaps, — his Majeſty is indiſpos d: 
Perhaps, — it is his Pleaſure to be private. 
What have the Duke, and 1, to do? — The King 


Is 


* 
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1; of full Years to regulate his Conduct; 

And, may conſult, When, and with Whom, He pleaſes. 
Glow. 1 underſtand you Both, — Let the King's Con- 

duct, 

Let all his Actions (copying his great Father !) 

Tend to the Advancement of his own Renown; 

The Nation's Honour ; and the People's Warfare: 

And, Glouceſter is indifferent, Who adviſes; _ 

Or, Whence proceed ſuch glorious Reſolutions: +. 
Beau. For thoſe great Ends (no doubt) our Royal 

Nephew | 

Means to conſult the Council of the Nation: 

And, Heaven direct them 
Suff. You, my Lord Protectour, 

Suſpending, for a Time, domeſtick Cares, 

Will not be abſent from our Confultations, — 

Account it ſome Relief, that, for Your Sake, 

Al good Men prieve, the Dutcheſs ſhould incur 

Such heavy Cenfure. 
Glow, I diſdain the Inſult! 

This poor Diſſimulation ! — Tis ignoble. — 

I, ne er, could learn ſuch Meanneſs toward my Foes! 
To you, my Lord, —andto That Cardinal, — 

And — to the Queen, I ſtand indebted for 

The rude Treatment of my Wite.— 
Bean. She deſerv d it. 
Glow. That is a Slander, ill- becomes thy Prieſthood ! — 
Beaxf. Was ſhe not ſentenced by due Couſe of Law? 

Though, ſentenced ſhort, — far ſhort of her Demecrits/ 

Clou. 
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Glow. Her whole Demerits are, That, in Religion, 

She reaſons more, perhaps, than You allow: 

Perhaps rejects, as frivolous and vain, 

V hat Churchmen teach of Witchcraft, and of Spells. 

She, likewiſe, may have given ſome light Offence 

To our fair Niece ; — this Queen! — of Suffolk's making 
To theſe Demerits add, that Glowceſter loves her; 

That She is Wife to the Protectour.— Thele, 

And Theſe, alone, are Eleanor Demerits! ? 
Beauf. She cleaves to Wickliff's Hereſy ! — Dechre 

That boaſted Merit to the Spiritual Court ; 

And, give her up to Flames: — And, clear thyſelf 

Ot all Suſpicion. — 

+ Glon. Moſt degenerate Beaufort t — 

Thou baſe - born Offspring of brave Lancaſter ; | 

My famous Grandfire: — Doeſt thou, then, diſturb | 

Thy bleſſed Father's Reſt }— The mighty Patron 

Of learned Wickliff, and His Followers. 

'Beauf. Dares, 2 

Then, the of the Realm ayow - 
Suff. Lord Cardinal; no farher urge his Highneſs; 

Since, as a Husband, he is much incens'd. 
Beauf. Not ſo, my Lord. His Hatred to the Church, 

He ſhews ; — more, than his conjugal Affection. 

_ Glow. Audacious Prieſt! — Unworthy of the Carb 

Of holy Men: Unhallowed, by thy Life; - 

The Scandal of the Church ;--a Viper in the State 

Thou Reprobate! — Doeſt Thou preſume to centure ?— 
Malice, Hypocriſy, Avarice, and Pride, 

And Turbulency, and Ambition,— and | 
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Lewd Deſires { the Infamy of Age!) 
Poliute thy facred Dignity ; and, ſtain thy Robes: — 
Thoſe Robes (Thou know'ſt) my Brother (well diſ- 
cerning 
Thy Sawcy Arrogance) did often charge thee, 
On thy Allegiance, never to aſſume. 
Beauf. Then, Glouceſter, — by That ſacred Dignity» 
hencetorward 
I ſet thee at Defiance! — And, in Return 
To thy reproachfull Speech; Thouart — a Traitour!— 
Thou doeſt abett the Treaſon of thy Wife; 
That darling Sorcereſs ! — Both trafficking with Hell, 
To waſte the King, and to uſurp his Crown. 
Glow. Wert thou the Sovereign Pontiff, triply crawn'd, 
That Calumny is the Forfeit of thy Life! — 
Suffolk; let goe; — 
Suff. I muſt arreſt your Fury: — — — 
Let his Age, his holy Function, ſtay your Arm. 
Beaxf. No, Suffolk : Let him execute his Purpoſe. * 
Let him imbrue his Hands in the innocent Blood 
Of his old, feeble, and defenceleſs, Uncle. 
Glow. Curſe on the Kindred ! — Be doubly curs'd the 
Law, | 
Whereby the caſual Birth became Legitimate: | 
Elſe, had'ſt thou liv'd Obſcure ;— and, much leſs Guilty, 
Beazef. I know my Crime; the Source of all thy Rage. 
I muſt not live to curb thy headſtrong Power ; 
That Thou may'f lord it, tree from all Controll. 
Glau. Live, ſcorn'd ! — Live to make Good thy 
Charge of Treaſon, 


Full 
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Full Five and Twenty Years, in Loyalty 
Approv'd; My Counſels, however croſs d by Thee, 
Did always tend to aggrandize my Nephew ; 
The precious Pledge of his immortal Father ! 
When, yet, our Sovercign's Voice was infant Cries; 
A Cradle, for his Throne; — Did, ever, I 
(Taking the Advantage of his tender Years) 
Employ my Power, or praftice on his Life, 
To ſtep into his Seat? — Even, to this Hour, 
Has the Protectour labour d, to compoſe 
Our home-bred Factions, and unite the Nobles 
In dutifull Subjection to their King. 
What Enmities, what Friendſhips have I made. 
Through my Adminiſtration; but, with Men, 
Who are his beſt of Friends, or worſt of Foes? 
Preverſe old Man! Shameleſs Abuſer!— Know ; 
If, Glouceſter were diſloyal; — if, I could 
Betray. my Truſt, and ſtoop to Uſurpation : 
I ſhould not have Recourſe to idle Spells; 
But, to my Sword: — That Sword, which (with Suc- 
cels) . | 
Under my godlike Brother's dreadfull Banner, 
Has fought tor England's Glory ; now declining, 
Through Beaufort s, and through Suffolk's wicked Coun- 
ſels. 
Suff. To Morrow, Glouceſter, ſpeak — 
Beauf. Make no Reply. — | 
Your Grace perceives, He is not in a Temper 
To reaſon with his Friends. He muſt have time 
To cool. — | 
SCENE 
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SCENE III 
Glouceſter. 


Away !—1 would not learn from Thee! — 
Thou temperate Villain; in Unforgiveneſs cool: 
Who pugteſt a Gloſs of Sanity on Malice; 

And ſeem'ſt to weep, and ſeem'ſt to pray, for thoſe 
Thou would'ſt deſtroy. — 
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SCENE IV. 
Glouceſter, Warwick, York. 


Glow. Why droops the noble York, — 
And Warwick , — ever wont to cheer his Friends? 


Or, does Diſcompoſure in My Looks, 


Where Signs of inward Grief and Indignation 
Appear confus'd, transform you to My Likeneſs? 
York. What generous Breaſt, but ſaddens, with your 
Highneſs ! | 
Warw. What pitying Eye, ſceing what We beheld, 
But wept ;— as Glauceſters crimeleſs Conſort paſs'd, 
In Penance rude, along the flinty Streets! F D 
ork, 
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York. And ever, when ſome rugged Pebble wounds 
Her tender-feeling Feet, the abject Rabble 
Scoff, as ſhe ſtarts with Anguiſh of the Pain; 

And, bid her be adviſed, how ſhe treads : — 
Warw. While pale, and red, by Turns, with guiltleſs 
Shame, 
To Earth ſhe bends, — ſometimes to Heaven ſhe lifts, 
Her ruefull Eyes, — profuſe ot guſhing Tears, — 
Glow. No more: my Friends. Diſtraction to my 
Soul! — 
I apprehend you, well: And, you have rouz d 
My couching Rage. Reproach me, then, And fay: 
Yet, Glouceſter lives? — Yet, Glouceſter is a Prince! — 
Yet, Glouceſter is Proteftour ! — But, I do renounce 
My ignominious Patience: — Ves; I will retrieve 
My paſt Neglect; and vindicate my Love. 
Warw. But; — She is gone: A mournfull, widow'd 
Exile ! 

Glow. They ſtall recall her: — E're I ſleep, diſpatch 
Their Orders. —I will go myſelf; will bring 
Her back, in Triumph! — Will demand ſuch Vengeance, 
That Beaufort, and the Queen, ſhall rue my Wrath: 
Shall curſe their Malice ; their Succeſs : And feel, 

That injur d Patience, kindled into Rage, 
Is fierce; — is fatal, as the long- pent Thunder, 
That ſhoots the deſtin'd Bolt with double Fury ! 

York. Let Glouceſter butreſolve ; We come determin'd, 
To ſtand the foremoſt Champions in your Cauſe. 

Warw. It is the King's, —it is the Nation's, Cauſe! 
Both abus d, by a reſtleſs, baſe-defigning, FaRion,— 

N O, 
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O, call to Mind, the mighty Hoſt of Friends, 
Who wait but Your Command. — 
Glow, There lies my Dread! — And, I retract my 


Rage. 


The King's, the Nation's, Cauſe is, Now at Venture: 


And, Heaven forbid, My Wrongs, however, grievous, 
Should ſtir the People up to rude Commotions. 
Rather, let Glouceſter s Friends, and chiefly You, 


And Salisbury (tor his Wiſdom juſtly famed) 


Aſſiſt, to ſtill the Murmurs of the People; 
And reconcile the Commons to the King. 
WWarw. We, and our Followers, are prepar'd to for- 
ward 
Thoſe Meaſures, the Protectour ſhall approve. 
York. Muſt, then, your Vertue ſuffer? — 
Glou. Oh, my Friends! — 
Let not My Sufferings interfere with Aught, 
That may concern the Happineſs of Thouſands. 
Why, was I born a Prince? — Why, fingled out 
To ward the King ? — The Pilot of the State, 
Juſt foundering in continual Storms of Faction 
Had Providence diſpos d my Lot, more * humble 3 
Not placed me high, within the publick View ; 
But, led me in the private Paths of Life: 
Then, — Eleanor, — Thy Happineſs, Thy Wrongs, 
Thine every Wiſh, had been my chief Regard! 
Excuſe, my Lords, this Weakne(s, in your Friend, — 
My ruffled Thoughts are, yet, unapt tor Buſineſs. 
This Evening (when I ſhall be more compos'd) 
Expect me, to conſult againſt to Morrow. 


Tork. 
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York, Your Highneſs will appoint the Hour, 
Glow. At Eight. 


York. The Place. 
Glow. At Warwick's., 
Warw. Thither, will I aſſemble 
A Band of Patriots ; Men, approv'd by Glouceſter. 
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SCENE V. 
York, Warwick. 


York. Thou Father to the King; and to thy Couu- 
trey! 
How ill are all thy Services requited? 

Warw.Well, do the People ſtile Thee Good; Thou, Beſt 
Ot Men !— But, what avails thy Goodneſs ? While 
Henry is beſet with{Priefts and Sycophants; 

And that imperious Margaret wrelts the Scepter, 
From his weak Hand, employ'd to finger Beads. 

York. Slaves that we were! Did Suffolk merit Thanks» 
For treating this unreputable Match ; 

By Glouceſter, diſapproved? 

Warw. Thoſe haſty Thanks 
We may recall, —But, ſee; — my Father ſeeks ug 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL 
York, Warwick, Salisbury. 


Salisb. What think you, Now ?— Were Mine, but 
vain Surmiſes? 
Or, was the Net ſpred, only for the Dutcheſs ? 
York, What farther Miſchiefs, Salisbury, do you trace? 
Sali;b, The Duke, and all His Friends (exprelſsly We) 
Are ſhut out from the King, now fate in Council, — 
And yet, the Parliament is held, to Morrow! 
By this Precedure, it ſeems evident, 
They mean to ſet aſide the Lord Protectour. 
Warw. Then, England, bid Adiev to all thy Hopes ! 
York. Before they can diveſt him of his Office, 
They muſt obtain the Parliament's Concurrence. 
Sali:b. Even That may be obtain'd. — But, Where is 
Glouceſter ? 
Or, lives he, ſtill, ſupine ; wrapt up, in his 
Integrity ? 
Warw, This Evening, at My Houle, 
We are to meet him, 
York. But, with his wonted Goodneſs, 
He gives up his Reſentments to the State; 
And does intreat, His Wrongs may not be mention'd. 
Warw, Even the fond Husband to the Patriot yields! 
Salisbe 
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Salisb. That honeſt Men ſhould be fo blinded by 
Their Vertue !— So devoid of Jealouly ! 

York. My Heart is troubled for the baniſh'd Dutcheſs. 


Salisb. Know, then; I have prevail'd with Sir Jom 


Stanley, 
To keep his Priſoner here, a Day at leaſt. — 


But, of This, the Duke is not to be imform d. 
Let him believe her, gone; — 
Warw. Or He would viſit her, 
This Night. — 
York. That muſt not be, — 
Salisb. But, to return, — 
Malice towards Him, is Malice towards the Publick! — 
How ſhall we fave the State, if He be ruin d? 
And, how prevent His Ruin, if we ſuffer 
Theſe wicked Counſellours, about the King? 
York. And, how remove them from his Perſon ? 
Salisb. By Attainder. — _ 
Their Crimes will turniſh out a Charge, to cruſh 
The Mignion of the Queen, her new-made Duke, 
And that old Serpent, Beaufort. 
Warw. Theſe remov'd ; 
Deluded Buckingham has no Support: 
Salisb. Let other Buſineſs wait, till This be done. 
What, though the mean Artificers did make 
A Holiday? — What, though the houſeleſs Crew, 
Who live upon the Dole of Prieſts, did ſhout? — 
The Citizens, the Commoners, the Peers, 
All, who have Senſe of Vertue, mourn'd to ſee 
Good Glouceſters Wife abus d. All cry aloud, 
N 3 We 
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We wil} avenge the good Duke Humfrey ! This Occa- 
ſion, 

The laſt weve mey hare, mult not be lod. 

York. Tis well advis'd, my Lord: You lay, before us, 

The Danger, and the Safety of the Nation. — 

We muſt begin by weeding out theſe Traitours. 
What profits all the Plowman's Skill and Pain, 

If Tares and Brambles choke the riſing Grain? 

What Force have Laws to make the People bleſt, 

It factious Spirits do the State moleſt ? 


The End of the Second Act. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Beaufort, Buckingham. 


BEAUFORT. 


Po may rely upon my Information. — 
I paid a liberal Price, to learn the Secret. 
Buck. Then, my Lord Cardinal, we ſtand 
= in Need 
Of all your Forecaſt. — It asks, both Force and Skill, 
To ward the heavy Stroke of an Attainder, 
Beauf. Be not diſmay d. Fear nurſes up a Danger: 
And Reſolution kills it, in the Birth. 
The Dycis caſt ! 
Buck. You ſhall approve Me, ſtedfaſt. 
Beauf, Our Time is ſhort. — The Night draws ons 
apace.— 
The Queen, and Suffolt, muſt be found, In Him, 
A o 
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Our Safety lies. Tis well, our Foes attempt 
His Life, with Mine, — | 

Buck. Behold them Both, 

Beauf. Mark, then, 
How we ſhall Work upon Her tender Fears. 


SCENE II. 
Beaufort, Buckingham, Queen, Suffolk. 


Queen. At laſt, my Lord of Hincheſter, the King 
Will not have Glouceſter, longer, bear the Title, 

Nor derogating Office, of Protect our: 
And, if a Woman be allow'd to judge. 
The Speech is well adapted to our Purpoſe. 

Beasf. But, Madam; That is not Sufficient, Now. 

Suff. Yet, is it not a Matter to be lighted, 

Beauf. I flight it not. — But, Suffolk, we muſt take, 
Yet bolder Meaſures; and, with Speed : Or, all | 
Our paſt Fndeavours — 

Queen. What new Obſtacles? 

Beauf. Our Enemies are alarm d fof the Protectour.— 
This Night, do Glouceſter, Salisbury, Warwick, York, 
(Wita many more of their Cabal) aſſemble, 

At Warwick's, to contrive — 

Queen. What can they, There, 

Contrive?— 'The King is Ours. 7 


Buckin, 
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Buckin, What Favourites dread : — 
The never-failing Means to curb their Power. 
Suff. What Miſchief? 
Beauf. An Attainder. 
Queen. Againſt Whom ?— 
What Favourites dread ! — Speak, Buckingham; Speak, 
Beaufort: 
Who are to fall the Victims to their Rage? 
Beauf. My Self; — and Suffolk. 
Queen. Suffolk ! —did'ſt thou ſay? 
Beauf. It may be, — Buckingham will not eſcape. 
Dween. But, anſwer as to Suffolk! 
Beaxf. Chiefly Him 
Queen. Pernicious Prelate! = Meddling, 10 Trai- 
tour! 
Attempting all Things; and, performing Nothing! 
Is This the Fruit of thy malicious Counſels? 
Were we not prompted on, by Thee? Did'ſt Thou 
Not forge the Crime? Did'ſt Thou not, baſcly, hire 
Falſe, perjur'd Witneſſes? — The King ſhall know it: 
Glouceſter ſhall be Protectour, ſtill: The Dutcheſs 
Shall have ample Recompence, — from Thee; 
And double all her Sufferings, on Thy Head !— 
Suff. Let me intreat your Majeſty. — 
Queen. No, Suffolk ! — 
1 ſee my Errour ;— Thy Ruin, and my Own! — 
I know the formidable Power, againſt us : 
I know, My Marriage, and the giving up 
To Thy Deſtruction. —- We muſt join with Glowcefter 3 
Ask 
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Ask his Forgiveneſs. : = And, renounce this Cardinal; 
This wily, —this moſt inauſpicious, Prieſt. — 
= But; Tis the Curſe of buſy, ambitious Churchmen, 
nn Ever to plot ; and, Never, to ſucceed ! 
1 Beauf. Now, give an injur d Prelate leave to Speak; 
But, not in Words of Bitterneſs. — Your Majeſty, 
And Suffolk, may renounce me: — Yet, is Beaufort 
= Not deſtitute of Friends. — The Mitred Powers, 
1 Biſhops and Abbots, and the Holy See, 
. Protect my Innocency. Let Others ſeck 
For Shelter, where they may! 
Suff. Lord Cardinal, 
| Too haſtily, you take Offence.— Blame not 
The Queen's Surprize. 
=. Beazef. I ſhall not intermeddle: — 
b Nor, will I, vainly, fue for Hamfrey's Favour. 
i” The Queen (Who knows him, better than his Uncle) 
May find Acceptance, for her try d Aſſection 
To Lear: — 
Queen. Moſt inſolent Seducer!— 
Beavf. And Swffolk's Services are ſo notorious, 
He cannot fear Injuſtice from the Parliament, 
Suff. My Lord of Wincheſter ; you know, the People, 
Incens'd by our Proceedings, — 
Ducen, Fear not, Suffolk ! 
27 This moody; Parliament ſhall be prorogued ; 
H Month, after Month. — Or, if They, never, meet: 
It is a Form, the King may, well, diſpenſe with. 
Suff. That, were to ruin Him; your Sel; and Me: 


Buck, 
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Buck. Alas, your Majeſty is, yet, a Stranger 
To the free, ſtubborn, Spirits of the Engliſh :. 
Tenacious of their ancient Rights and Cuſtoms, 
They will not be controlPd, but by their Laws: 
Nor, is the King, without his Parliament, ſecure. 

Queen. What can be done! — 

Sulf. Your Eminency fees, 

The Queen would be advis'd. 

Beauf. Not I. Let Thoſe 
Adviſe, who cover an-unthankful Office. 

Let them attaint: — We ſhall appeal to Rome. 

Queen. Beaufort, excuſe a Woman's weak Alarms. 
It is Affection, What you conſtrue Rage: 

It is a Dread, a Terrour, for my Friends ! 

Fain, would I turn afide the impending Miſchief; 
And, want not Reſolution, to attempt: 

But, let me know, What is to be attempted! 

Say then, my Lord; adviſe us, yet once more ; 
And finiſh That, you have ſo well begun. 

Beauf. There is but one Expedient, now to extricate 
The King from Tutelage, and fave your Friends: 
And You, zone, are equal to the Tusk. 

Queen. Then, count it done, my Lords! — And 

count my Will, 
In all Attempts, ſuperiour to my Power. 

Beauf. Thus, then: The King muſt be prevail'd upon 
To grant an Order for the immediate Seiſure 
Of Glouceſter; — And his Servants, 

Suff. The Protectour! — 
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Beauf. Is Suffolk ſtartled, then? — 
Queen. Beaufort; proceed, 
Bea. I ſtand reprov d. 
Queen. An Order, you were ſaying, 
To Seiſe the Lord Protectour, and his Servants ; — 
I like it well 
Beaxf. Only upon Suſpicion 
(1 mean) of Treaſon, to confine my Nephew 
To his Apartment; — For a Day, at moſt. 
Queen. His Excluſion from the King will Countenance 
This Order : — 
Beauf. And, his Party, ſeeing that Stroke 
Purſued, will be Confounded with Surmiſes. 4 
Beſide ;— It does prevent their Meeting Him, 
At Warwick's: — And, we gain a Day, to vote 
His Office, void, — That Difficulty, conquer'd ; 
The Parliament may be diſſolv d, at Pleaſure. 
"Queen. Suffolk, and Buckingham ; — How fay you, 
Now 3 
Suff. The Advice is bold: And, it may prove ſucceſs full. 
Buckin. It tallies, well, with what is done already. 
Queen. I anſwer for the King : — 
Beavf. And I, for Glouceſter ; 
That We ſhall never dread his Anger, more. 
Queen. My Lord of Wincheſter ; You muſt with Me.— 
The King ſhall thank you. 
Beauf. I decline, in Years. 
When I am dead; your Majeſties will loſe 
An humble, faithful, unambitious, Seryant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE HI 
Buckingham, Suffolk. 


sf Who is there, Beaufort, does not know Thee, 

better! 

Buck. His Actions, and his whole Deportment glare» 
Conſpicuous, through the lender Veil of Words. 

Suff. Such groſs Diſſimulation (like à Miſt, 

Before ſome Meteor) magnifies his Vices. 

But, Buckingham, his Inſolence muſt paſs | 
Uncheck d; till He has wrought his Spite on pre. 
Then, caſt him off 
Buck. Herein, I dare believe 
His Heart Sincere. 

Suff. There is no Room for Doubt 
Since, Glouceſter is a Bar to his Ambition. 

Yet, when the Lord Protectour is remov'd; 

The Queen (who knows his Prieſtly Pride) reſolves 
To diſappoint him of the Popedom. — 

Thus much, for Your InſtruQion. — Let him wat 
For Us. — Let him ſucceed ; or, fall: — In This, 

His Malice is his only Recompenſe; 

In That, we turn the Blame on Him, alone. 

Buck. He has diſpers'd large Sumsjto purchaſe Voices · 
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Suff. Urge him to More. — His Treaſures are im- 
menic | — | 
Nor, muſt We ſpare, on this Occaſion, 
Buck. Sce!— 
The Lord Protectour. | 
Suff. We may learn his Buſineſs. 
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SCENE IV. 
Buckingham, Suffolk, Glouceſter. 
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Glow. Since the King's Pleaſure is (if & it be) 
That I remain excluded from his Councils; 
1 hope, I may, through S«ffolk's Interceſſion, 
Speak to the Queen. 
Suff. The Queen!— My Lord Protectour? 
Glox. Why not, the Queen? 
I have no favowr'd Whiſpers to impart. 
You and the Duke your Friend, may hear my Buſineſs : 
So, might the King. — Nay more; I give my Word. 
Tou will be pleas d with what I have to fay. 
Suff We ask not What. Lord Buckingham, do you 
Let the Queen know the Pleaſure of his Highneſs, 
Glow, No! — Not my Picafure : — But, my poor 


Requeſt. 
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SCENE. V. 
Suffolk, Glouceſter. 


Sf. Your Pardon, Sir: — I did not mean Offence. 
Glow. Vain-glorious Suffolk ; Yes! — Throughout the long 
Continuance of my high Power, I never us d 
Such Arrogance of Speech to my Inferiours: 
And, Equals (Since my Brother Bedford's Death) 
Amongſt my Fellow - Subjects, have I None! 
Nor, can I have ; until a Prince of Wales 
Be born, — Nay ; frown not, Duke of Suffolk ! — 
Duke, By your Treachery to the King, and to His Realms 
Suff. Our Frowns, perhaps, bear equal Dread with Yours. 
The ſame conſenting Powers, that gave to you 
Authority to be our Lord Protectour, 
Have thought, My Services deſery'd their Thanks, 
The Peace and Marriage have not been diſpleaſing 
To the King and Parliament; however Glouceſter 
May be offended. 
Glow. I do remember, well, 
Thy boaſtful Speeches; — How, thou did'ſt beguile 
The Lords and Commons of their publick Thanks, — 
But, Parliaments have, often, been furpris'd ; 
And, often, have retriev'd their paſt Miſtakes. 
Suff. Your arbitrary Sway demands their Notice. 
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COLES 


S CEN R VI, 
Suffolk, Glouceſter, Beaufort. 


Glow. Inſult me not, proud Mignion! — Thou art not 
Privileged in abuſive Words, like Beaufort. 

Beauf. Why, my Lord S«ffolk, ſhould you hold Diſcourſe 
With over-boling Choler? — Tis his Temper : 
Ir, ever, was.— He thinks it, Manlineſs ; 
A moſt Exalted Vertue ! — 

Glou, Tis a Temper, | 2 
An Openne6 of Heart, in which I glory; 
The Failing (if you pleaſe) of honeſt Minds: 
A Quality, unſafe for Men, like Thee ! 
Bea. A Quality, indeed, I envy not; 
Content with Talents of an humbler Kind. 

Suff. The Queen, — 
We leave your Highneſs. 

Glow. I beſcech you, ſtay. | 
I will not, long, detain you: And, my Buſineſs 
Regards the Publick ; not, my own Conceras. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. | 
Suffolk, Glouceſter, Beaufort, Queen. | 


Queen. What would the Lord Frotectour, then, 

with Us? 

Glow. That Title, Madam, is become a Crime; 

The only Crime, that Glouceſter knows: Unleſs, 
Your Majeſty is pleas'd to inform me; Why, 

A Prince, and Peer, of England is deny d 
Admittance to the King. 

Queen. We come not, hither, Eg 0 
To anſwer Queſtions. — I was told, you had | 
Some Buſineſs to impart. —If fo ; be brief. 

Glow. Madam, I know, Affairs of State demand you 
Brief, then: I would reſign my needleſs Office ; 
Whether to you, or to the King, | 1 

Queen. I undertake, Für, 5 
My Royal Conſort will not be diſpleas'd. | 

Glow. He has no Will, but Yours — Before, you came 
To grace the Court, My Counſels bore ſome Weight; 
But, Your Superiour Wiſdom makes them uſeleſs; 
And, I have held my Office, much too long. 
Therein I merit Blame. 

Qucen. Ves; Scornful Man! en 
Too long thou haſt held it; and, too proudly, ed 2 
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As if, while Glouceſter lives, the Majeſty 
Ot England muſt ſubmit to Tutelage; 
And, be the Scorn of all the Neighbouring Princes: 
A By-Word, in the Mouth of every Subject 
Beauf. I muſt commend my Nephew's Reſolution : 
| Nor, can it be unwelcome to the King ; 
< Whoſe Regal Dignity your Majeſty conſults. 
* Glen. Peace, Beanfort, Peace! — Nor, Madam, think 
that You 
(Though crown'd,with Pomp,as Queen of this fair Realm) 
Have any Right, to cenſure my Endeavours 
To ſerve, alike, my Countrey, and my King; 
Whoſe Intereſts are the ſame : — Not ſacred Wedlock 
Is a cloſer Tie. — As for My Actions; 
To our Sovereign Lord, the Nobles, and the Commons 
= (Our legal Powers) am I accountable : — 
13 And, fo is Beawfort ; and your Favourite, *. 
And You, my Royal Dame! 
Qveen. Preſumptuous Man ! — 
| 551 Why ſhould your Majeſty, thus, condeſcend — 
5 Queen. The vain Applauſes of the wretched Commons 
1 Have ſwolu thy Heart with Pride — 
U Beauf. They have, indeed. 
Who has not heard the Blaſt of vulgar Breath, 
Ca'ling him Humfrey, the Good Duke of Gleucefler ; 
Chrping their Hands, and crying with loud Voice, 
Long may your Royal Excellency live; 
With Heaven preſerve the Good Duke Humfrey!— 
Suff. No Mention of the King, in all their Tranſport; — 
Duke Hwmfrey reigns! 
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Oneen. I bluſh, my Lords, 
To recolle&t, how gentle Wer N 
Has been abus d-— | eden 
Glow. And, Madam, Glouceſter bluſhes: 
But, not for any Guilt of His. 
Queen. Moſt infolent! — 
To Whom doeſt Thou intend the Provecation! 
Speak out thy Inſiguations: — We defy thee! —- 
But, Glouceſter, if thou dareſt to looſe thy Tongue 
Againſt my Fame, unſully d, as the Light ; 1 
Here, by my royal Father's Life, I ſwear 
Perdition on thy Head! — More fatal Vengeance, 
Than, ever, injur'd Woman did accompliſh: 
Glow. Wherein, do I accuſe your Majeſty? 
I anſwer, only, as to my Sovexeign's Goodnelſs ; 
Never, abus'd by Me. — Theſe buſy Flies, 
That ever ſeek the Sunſhine of the Court, 
Will ruin Him, and You. — I am content 
To quit my Apartment in the Palace. — And, 
(Whatever They, through Envy, may ſuggeſt) 
Glouceſter was never ſordidly ambitious 
Of popular Applauſe. —If, to do Juſtice, 
If, to protect the Commons from Oppreſſion, 
Be judg'd a Crime ; I am, indeed, moſt criminal. 
And, yet ; unleſs the Commons do enjoy 
Their Rights ; and, be indulg'd their Freedom: 
In my poor Thought, the King, with all his Nobles, - 0 
Is deſtitute ; unable to repell f 


A foreign Foe ; or rule in Peace, at Home. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Suffolk, Glouceſter, Beaufort, Queen, 
Buckingham. 


Qucen. Say, Buclingbam, 
Buck. All is prepared. 
Queen. Tis well. — 
Glouceſter, thy ide Speeches paſs my Ear, 
As does the wafting Wind. 
Beauf. Madam, you fee, 
My Nephew can declaim. 
Queen. By Glouceſter's Actions, 
Will 1 interpret his fair-ſceming Words. 
Was it not He, my Lords, oppos d my Marriage; 
Which my Good Lord of Wincheſter approv'd ? 
Was it not He, who fcorn'd my Father's Titles? 
Of Naples, Sicily, Fernſalem, King! — 
Was it not Glouceſter, did uphold his Wife 
To bear her Port above me, in the Palace ? 
And who, belide this Duke, in every Thing, 
Has check'd my Power, and thwarted my Delires! — 
All which Indignities, when I forgive; 
May I be hooted through the Streets, like Eleanor / 
Glow. Were Youuntortunate, She- would not triumph. 


Queen. 
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Queen. I ſee through thy Submiſſion ; miſtaken Man! — 
Thou doeſt reſign an Office, thou haſt not Power, 
Longer, to hold: — Nay, dareſt not hold it, longer. 

Glow. Not dare to hold our Office? — Yes; We 

dare! — 

Nor, will we give it up to Reiner's-Daughter, 
Whoſe whole Inheritance is empty Titles; 
- Whom Eleanor ſurmounts, in every Vertue!— ' 
See my Submiſſion ? — No; Miſtaken Woman ! — 
Not dare; proud Margaret? — Every Thing We dare, 
That our Allegiance warrants : — We, even, dare 
To diſabuſe the King; — which Suffolk dares not do: 
Suffolk, who brought the Curſe— 

Dueen. Arreſt the Traitour! 

Glow. Arreſt the Lord Protectour; — 

Queen. Him; — this Inſtant! 

Glow, Who holds his Power, by many 
Queen. Yes: Seize him! — 
That Duke of Glouceſter, there! 

Glow. Who offers 
Such Violence (though, in the Preſence Chamber) 
Tempts my Sword. 

Queen. Suffolk, forbear! — We come not; ping to 

combat, — | 

Lord Buckingham ; produce your Orders. 

Buck, Your Highneſs may peruſe them. 

Dneen. My Lord of Wincheſter, do You remain 
And, bring us an Account of his Behaviour. 
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SCENE 1X. 


Glouceſter, Beaufort, Buckingham. 


Glow. I ſee, His Majeſty, hereby, commands, 
That I ſhould, on Sufpicion of high Treaſon, 
Remain confin'd to my Apartment ; *rill 
His Pleafure be, farther, known. — I obey. — 
Seem not ſurpris d, good Uncle: Though, You know, 
This Order is illegal. — But, We Obey, — 
Beauf. The King, beſt, knows the Limits * 
Power. 
With Him, you may diſpute — 
Glog. Not, with the King ; 
But, with his new Adviſers. 
Buck. Your Highneſs may obſerve, 
My Orders do admit of no Delay . 
Glos. I go. Uncle, good Night. 
To Morrow, We may talk, in Parliament. 


Mean Time, We fleep : — If we are innocent. 


We, Both, may ſleep. Lord Buckingham ; my Duty 

To my lov'd Sovereign. — Alas! He knows not, 

If Glauceſter ſhould be over-born by Faction, 

Or, die of Griet; He has not, long, to wear 

His Crown. — Once more, my reverend Uncle, 

Good Night. 

e A fret, and ſound Repoſe, to Gn 
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S CEN E. X. 
Beaufort. 5 


Humfrey, farewell: — And, when T do behold 
Thy Face, again ; then, may thy Looks have Power 
To blaſt my Thoũght with Madneſs! To Morrow, 
Wilt thou talk in Parliament?— Thy to Morrow 
I caſt into Eternity! — But; How ?— 
The Manner of the Deed lies, yet, confus d. 
This way; — Or, — That: — Ay; — 801 
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SCENE XL. 
Beaufort, Warwick. 


Warw. What ſhould detain the Lord ProteQour !— 
Beauf. No: — 6. 

That will not do·— 
Hur. He may miſtake the Hour. — 
Beauf. Ha! What Voice d. The Earl of ar wic. 
Warw. Lord Cardinal !— 

'Tis ſomewhat Strange, to find You, out of Council, 

At ſuch a buſy Time. | 

Bear. 


: 


F of Glouceſter. 


Beavf. Perhaps. You come 
To ſeek the Duke of See! now, unhappily, 
Under Confinement. 

Warw. Under Confinement ! — 
How ? Where? Why? — Unhappily ! —- 
Contrivance, all! It muſt; — A Plot of Thine: 
Who, elſe, durſt to— 

Bean. Paſs on to his Apartment; 
And, He may be at Leiſure to inform you. 

Warw. A Priſoner? The Protectour of the Realm! — 
By what Authority ? — Say, Biſhop ;— Cardinal? — 

Beauf. Young, baſty Warwick, queſtion not thy Betters , 
Who owe thee no Reply. 

Warw. But, we ſhall find 
A Time, and Place, to queſtion Thee, — to Purpoſe. 
For, if the King, herein, has been advis'd 
To. ſtretch his Power, beyond the Law; Thy Malice, 
Thy daring Malice, only, has betray'd him. 

Beauf. Raſh Boy, thy Menaces riſe ſhort of Me; 
Who move within a Sphere, exalted high, 
Above thy Lay- Condition! — We love our Nephew: 
And, to our beſt Abilities, We ſerve the King, 
Adieu — And, learn more Reverence to Our Order. 
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SCENE XII. 3 
Warwick. 


Proud, — and Rich Cardinal ! No wonder Thou art 
proud: 0 

Thy Order can be Proud and Poor: In Shew, - 
Moſt humble; in Heart moſt arrogant. — The Monk, 
That asks an Alms, is a proud, lazy Varlet.— 
Fie upon this Mockery ! — | 

O, might I live to bleſs the happy Day, 
When Rome, no more, uſurps tyrannick Sway! 
Or, That deny d; may our Deſcendents ſee 2 
The Land, throughout, from Superſtition free: 
With Kings, who fill an independent Throne, 
And know no Power, Supreme, beſide their Own! 


The End of the Third Af. 
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A (© IV. SCENE I. 
York, abu 


YO RK. 


Y Heaven, it makes me mad ! — The Queen 
and Suffo!k 
Govern the King; and, Beauſort governs 

Salisb. Let them go on — This Act of Violence 

Renders them more obnoxious : And (you find) 

My Son has brought the Duke into our Meaſures, 
A Night's Confinement is of no Prejudice 

To Him; — And, this arbitrary Proceeding 

Wil enflame the Commons. 
York. May their Reſentment 

Burſt, like avenging Thunder, on the Guilty ; 

And, wake this bigotted, uxorious King, 

Lull d in a Dream of Love, and Superſtition ! 


Salisb. 
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Sallab. Once more (tefore we ſee the Lord Protectour) 
Beware, how you inform him of the Dutcheſs : 

For, ſhould He know of my Requeſt to Jy 
It might divert his Thoughts, from — 

York, I am caution d. 

The Publick, now, muſt have his whole Attention. 

Salisb. If our Deſigns ſucceed; Her Baniſhment 
May be repeal'd; and her Accuſers puniſh'd : _ 

If otherwiſe ; a Day, or Two, is not 
A mighty Treſpaſs: And the Blame ſhall reſt 
On Me, alone, 

York. Moſt Generous, and Wiſe! 

Sali;b. But fee ; = the Council-Chamber opens —And, 
Beaufort moves this Way. Do you diſcourſehim 
While I confer with Glouceſter, till You come. 

York, You know, I hate him. 

Salisb. Treat him with Contempt : 

And try, if, in his Rage, he can difſemble; 
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SCENE TIE 
Tork. Beaufort. 
York, So! Now, he aims a Smile of Treachery at me. 
Beauf. What? — My tight - noble Friend; the Duke of 
Tork? 
And (or my Eye-ſight fails) the Earl of Salisbury. 
Parted from you. — Why were you not at Council ? 


P'2 Tork. 
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York. Were we not, Both, ſhut out? — 
Beaufort. You Surpriſe me! , 
York. Am I your Mirth? — I tell thee, Cardinal: 
Had there been n,preſent, at the Board, One honeſt Man, 
Gleucefler had not been ſeiſed. 
Bea. Had I been preſent ; 
What could a ſingle Voice? = And That, not much re- 
garded ? 
York. Moſt profligate Diſſembler ! — [Half aſide. 
' Beauf. Nay, my Lord; 
Were I not fway'd, like You, by Humfrey's Vertues ; 
Yer, would the Ties of Blood, alone, engage me, 
On all Occaſions, to ſupport my Nephew. 
York, The Ties of Blood! — No, #incheſfter ! — The 
Prieſthood, 
To Celibacy vow'd, are dead to all Endearments.— 
What Ties have You? — Nor conjugal, nor filial Love, 
Nor Brotherhood, nor Parents Griefs, or Joys, 
Nor Friendſhip's generous Flame, nor Sympathies 
Of any Kind, affect Your Hearts! — 
Beau. Fortear : — 
I muſt not hear you, thus inveigh __ 
Your Spiritual Guides. | 
York. Our merci eſ⸗ Oppreſſers! — | 
In all your Intereſts, ſever'd from the People, 
Of worldly Wealth, and Pomp, and Power, you would 
Ingroſs the Whole; And leave, to Us, the Cares, 
The Servitude, the Penury, of Life: 
Giving us empty Benedictions, in Exchange, 
For the ſubſtantial Bleſſings, You enjoy. 
< Bean 
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| Beanf. Would you deſtroy the Authority of our 
Church? 

York. It's Tyramny.— A heavy Yoke, kajer's 
Not upon Subjects omly; but on Kin | 
Should One, of Your Diſtinction, be 
Nay, an inferiour Prieft ; — And even by Law: 
You, ſoon, would raiſe an Outcry, full of Tumult, 
To ſhake, it not ſubvert, the eſtabliſit Throne. 

Beauf. J do intreat you Paticnce ;—In this Affair, 
I am moſt innocent. The Lord Protectour 
And: I, indeed, have had ſome Diſſerence s 
Occaſion d, father by Miſtakes, on both Sides, 
Than Malice : — Broils, long ago by Me 
Forgotten; — And, Your unkind Suſpicion 
Of my Sincerity — recalls them, — to my Grief, - 

What Jealouſy the King, now, entertains 19 
Of Him, I, cannot gueſs: But, will endeavour, | 
With all my beſt Perſwaſion, to remove it. 

Tork. I know Bo, for, the mortal Foe of dle 


ceſter | — 
And, — but thou weden K ſorhe monſtrous Miſchiet, 
(What it may be, Time only can reveal!) r 
Thou would ſt not, thus, ſmother thy Enmity, 
To Me; 'who have mark'd thee, for the Worſt of Men; 
| Beaxf. Opprobrious Rage ! — What Hatred do 1 

thew? 

York. True Malice, rankling 2 withia the Heart, 

Holds not Communication with the Tongue. 
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Beauf. Let me refrain from Anger ſtill ; = Though 
York, 

In his uncharitable Thoughts perſiſting, 
Condemn my meek Forbearance. — 

York. In Forbearance, 
Like the chill Snake, with inward Venom fraught 
That, coil'd, within the flowery Herbage lurks: 
Sure Death to the unwary Tread. — 

Beauf. Enough! — 
Nor think, the Dread of Thee, preſuming York, 
Checks our Diſpleaſure. — But, we diſdain, to wravg'e - 
With every peeviſh Duke. — I, here, renounce . 
Thy Friendſhip ! — 

York. Thine, have I, long, renounced! — 


Beauf. Thou haſt  dilclos'd ſuch Rancour, in thy 
Soul; 
That, were T innocent, as dying Saints, 
And Gloutefter, — not exempt from human Wees, 
Should prove Unfortunate, — (Which Heaven forbid ;) 
Thy Malice would reflect the Blame, on Me. 
York, Beaufort; —1 never. lov'd thee ; But; — for thy 
calm, F | 
Thy ftezdy Diſlimulation, — Thou art, now, 
My fix'd Athorrence! — Happy, for Glouceſter ! 
It is not in Thy Power to harm the Man, 
Whoſe Vertues make him reverenced through the Land- 
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SCENE . 
Beaufort. 


"Tis Time his Vertues, then, were canoniz d: 
Thoſe Vertues, ever dangerous to Me © | 
It muſt be done. — The War is, now, declar'd;—: 
Warwick and Tork have given us ample — BYY 
The Duke of Suffolk. — 


SCENE IV. 


Beaufort, Suffolk: 


Beaxf. My Lord, it will be Rte, 
Fre you can reach your Houſe. What more have You 
To fay?—Or, know you not, You are expected 
Early to Morrow; — that you waſte thoſe Hours, 
Which Sleep demands? 

Suff. Why are the Friends of 'Glowcefter 
Admitted to him ? — I thought you did propoſe 
By this Arreſt, to diſappoint their Mecting, 
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Beavf. His meeting Them, at Warwick's. = There 
indeed, | 
We Preſence had prov'd fatal 
Suff. Yet, methinks, 
This Liberty ſhould not have been alowy d. 
Beau. I judg d ĩt otherwiſe: And accordingly, 
Inſtructed the Centinels; leſt, it might ſeem 
Too rigorous a Proceeding, in the King. 
Beſide ; were his Conſinement more _ 
It might create Suſpicion 
Suff. Suſpicion? — Of What? 1 
Beauf. A Clamour, —] would ſay: — Bar thi Day's 
Hurry 
Disjoints my Words, — 
„l. F renn 


ss 
e LI TJ 


S EN E v. 


Beaufort, Suffolk, Queen. 


Ducen. Oh, Suffolk ! — Wittheſte Fo fear d you were 
Retir'd to reſt ,— 

Bear. What is it, thus, alarms 
Your Majeſty ? 

Queen. Tis aid, the Londoners 
Are, All, in Uproar ; — that, they now prepare 
To move, this Way? vowing, they will not Sleep, 
Till they have ſet their Idol Duke at Liberty. 
„ Beauf. 
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Beast. Meer — an empty Crack of 
Thunder! 
Suff. My Lord, 1 
Beauf. Rather accuſe the Raſhneſs of Your Fears. 
Deen. Is this a Time, my Lords, to move Con- 
tention? 
Suff. To Me, I do confeſs, there is, in Life no Dread 
Like that of popular Fury ! From its Rage, 
In vain we fly to Courage, or to Conduct. 
Dueen, Let us, then weigh. the Events, on either 
Side, — 
Suppoſe, — We ſhould releaſe the Duke? — 
Beau. And, let 
Our Adverſaties ſee, they can defeat 
Your Reſolutions, by the ſlighteſt Rumour. 
Or, — grant it True, — What happier Incident 
Could we expect, to aſſure us of Succels. _. 
You, Madam, can improve it to the King: 
For, — Who, but Gloueeſter, cauſes this Sedition?— 
Shall Gloxceſter be Protectour, then? | 
Queen. 1 ſee, , q 
His Popularity is dangerous to the State. 
Beauf. Moſt ruinous '— And will your Majeſty 
(Whoſe dauntleſs Spirit. is your envied Glory) 
Be over-awed, by a tumultuous Rout, 
To ſave the Man, — 
Queen. The Man, whom I deteſt! — 
If, I but ſmile on Swffelk ; He repines: 


And thinks the whole Indulgence of the Court 
Due to mt. alone. 
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Suff Madam, the Man, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by Your Smiles, may toaſt an Honour, 
The foremoſt Princes of the Earth would prize: 

And, thus diſtinguiſh'd, I look down on Glouceſter ! 
Beanf. I would intreat your Majeſty to reſt, . 
This Night, ſecure ; and You, my good Lord Suffolk : 

Remembring, ill, if any Tumult ſhould 
Ariſe, to Morrow, that we all ſtand firm. — 
The King, who yields to Popular Commotions, 
Is more the Slave, than Sovercign, of his People. 
Queen. My Lord of Wincheſter ; I know, Your 
Thought 
Muſt be fatigued. — Good Night, — The King reſolves, 
Early, to meet the Parliament, 
Bear. By Noon, 
If 1 compute aright, the Power of Gloneeffer 
Ceaſes, — | 
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SCENE VI. 
Beaufort. 


Beauf. So far, we proſper, - unſuſpected.— 
Now, to my Two bold Hirelings; — Men, inur d 
To deſperate Ills : Whoſe Livelyhood is Rapines, 
And gainful Murders ; whom Glowcefter's Power 
Reduced to Want.— They wait for my Inſtruftians;. 
And, may ſuſpect me, wavering, in my Purpoſe. 
SCENE 
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s ENR Vu. 
The Lord Proteftour”s Apartment. F 


Glouceſter, York, Salisbury. 


che Not. that I ſhould have given my Office up, 
Without conſulting You. — J, rather, wennt 
To try the Queen, and fathom their Intentions. - 
York. Your Highneſs might, as well, give up your Lite: 
And leave the King, and People to theſe Spoilers. | 
Salisb. The "ters (of their high Privileges jealous ) 
Will, never, condeſcend to hear of Buſineſs, 
Till You have taken your Seat in Parliament: 
Nor, will We, aſſembled, ſuffer your Conſinement 
To be prolong'd, an Hour; ere we demand 
The Cauſe of your Arreſt, — When you appear; 
With all your wonted Energy ot Speech, 
Boldly, in Preſence of his Majeſty 
And Both the Houſes, ſet forth your Innocence; 
Demanding Reparation, for this Outrage. 
Then, — openly aſſert the Power, you hold by La-; 
The Truſt committed to you. — Take the King 
To your Protection; — And, ſeclude that Female 
Politician: — And, let her Paramour, 
And Beaw/ort, abide the Juſtice of their Peers. 


— 


Glow, 
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„ | Glow. What ſhall | fay, my Lords? — By gentler | 
© TT 
1 I would ſecure the Welfare of the State! — 
York. Muſt You forgive, and They offend, for ever? 
Salisb. The · Nation Suffers, through your Moderation 


% 


8 


. And Clemency, miſplaced, emboldens Traitours ! 

"= The Wrongs, the Indignities, the bold Attempts, 
j | 2 (Year after Year) levell'd againſt vour Perſon, 

| WET With the accumulated Inſults of this Day, 


* | 1 mention not ;— fince, You are pleas'd to o erlook 
1 # All Injuries, but what regard your Countrey.— 

Fi 3 But, — it the Weal of England does require, 

Your Enemies ſhould be ſeverely puniſh'd; 

Will Glowcefter, ſtill, be partial to their Crimes, 
Only, becauſe They bave offended Him? 

Glen. 1 think, my Breaſt did, never, nouriſh Malice. 
And yet, — ſo apt is Power to warp with Paſſion ; 
And, ſo over-prone is Cenſure; that, I wiſh 
(While T diſcharge my Duty to my Countrey ) 
Keen-ſearching Envy might diſcern no Glimpſe 
Of ſecret Vengeance, in my publick Actions. 

Salisb. Rather, my Lord, ſuſpect your Lenity; 
Your too-long Sufferings: — Leſt, it be aid; 

You court Applauſe, — at the Expence of Juſtice. 

York. Beaufort's and Snffolk's Crimes, againſt the State, 
| Are ſo enormous; that, all honeſt Men | 
1 Will blame your Highneſs, ſhould They go unpuniſh'd. 
4 Has not the One (to ſpeak not half his Guilt) 

By Frauds againſt t he Crown, by Sale of Offices, 
By Plunder from the People, and the Clergy, 


Amaſs'd 
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Amaſs d fach vaſt Exuberance of Wealth ; 
That Millions, daily, curſe him, by the Name 
Of the Rich Cardinal? — Has not the Other — 
Glow. O, ſpeak it not! To what a Pitch of Glory 
Did our Late Leader, of immortal Memory, + 
C Build up the Nation's Proweſs ? — That (like 2 Þy- 
ramid 
Of Fire, high on a Mountain rais'd, to ſhine by Night 
Our Blaze of Valour drew the Admiration 
Of the wide Continent! — | 
" York. Our yearly Harveſt, 
Conqueſt on Conqueſt! — And, the Engliſh Name 
So much revered ; that every private Subject, 
Who travell'd far, — was an illuſtrious Stranger! 
Glow. Bitter Remembrance! O, laſting Infamy! — 
How have We ſquander'd our WW 
nown!— 
Spendthrifts in Fame ! — The Scorn of Thoſe, We con- 
quer'd! "2 
Salisb. And, fall this e live who gave up 
France — * 
The Purchaſe of our nobleſt Blood! For Which, 
Great Henry fought ! — And, to maintain it Ours, 
Bedford wore out his Life, in fore Fatigues! 
Glow. I have afſur'd you, by the Earl of Warwick, 
Of my Compliance; ſince the uſual Forms 
Of Law arc ineffectual. | 
Salisb. When Treafons, manifeſt, * me 
Are ſo contriv'd (as Treafons, often, are) | 
That they defy the Force of Written Laws; :: 
W's Q 
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Or, when the Wealth, or Dignity, of Traitbus 


Sets them above the Reach of Common. Juſtice : 
Attainders ate the Refuge of the State." | 


SCENE VII. 
Glouceſter, Yor k, Salisbury, Warwick. 


Salub. My Son, — what brings you hither, from 
your Gueſts ? 
Warw. A ſuddain InſurreRion, dean's the City. 
Glou. What prompts them to Sedition, at this late Hour? 
Hurw. Scarce was the Warrant order'd againſt Tou, 
But it is xrown in the remoteſt Streets. 
Murmur is riſe.— All Occupation ceaſes. — 
The Shops are clos'd. — Maſters and Prentices, 
Variouſly accouter'd, pour, from all Parts, 
To ſwell the general Tumult!— And, now; the Torrent 


Roars, near at Hand; . PROTO 


York, Let it roar on! 

Glou. Oh, no! my Friends.— Their Zeal 
Is too-intemperate! — Rather, let them ſhew 
Their Love for Me, by Duty to their King. — 
Why, this Impatience? — Does not the Parliament 
Open, to Morrow? — Can they not, with Me, 
Wait a few Hours! When Kings are ill- advis d, 


Have ve no Remedy, but lawleſs Force? = _ 
Or, 


. 
K « 7 : l * f * 8 


1 7 A K 


HuurxrY, Dale o, Glouceſter. 87 
Or, think they, Gloncefter will uphold Rebellion ?— 
Sooner, would I grow hoary, in a Priſon; _ 

Much ſooner, die; — than purchaſe Liberty, 0¹ Lite, 
By Violation of the Publick Peace! 1 

Lord Warwick, 1 beſeech you, tell them ſo.— l 
Yau can prevail. Bid them, go Home in Peace. 1 
Greet them, from Me: — Say I am not in Danger, — 
The Laws are My Protection. 

Salisb. Go, my Son: — 

And, add from Me; that, if the Lord Protectour 
Be not diſcharg d, ſoon as the Parliament 
Aſſembles, — 
Glow. There is no Fear, — 
Salisb, However; 
Let us not over-damp their Spirits, till We 
Have compaſs'd our Deſigns. In a free Government, 
The juſt Reſentment of the Multitude, 
Diſcreetly encouraged, is of mighty Force 
To aid the Patriot, and to quell the Traitour. 
Glow. Haſte, Warwick; ere they reach the Palace- 


— 


Gates. | 
Warw. I go: — And will intreat their Patience, till to 
Morrow. | : * 
5 | L 
1 
22 SCENE 
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SCENE IN. 
Glouceſter, York, Salisbury. 


York. Pardon me, noble Glouceſter ; when I fay, 
Your Tenderneſs, for this weak Prince, prevails 
Too far. — 

Glow. Alas, my Lords, his weak, unactive Spirit 
{Since you will ſearch my Soul. to know the Cauſe) 
Makes me more tender of a helpleſs King, 

To Me bequeath'd. — How, are my Hopes deceiy'd! 

When this ſole Orphan of my Royal Brother 
(Scarce, yet, from Infancy advanced to Childhood) 
Smil'd at the Tranſports of the applauding Crowd, 
As on the trapped Steed, that wont to bear 


His Father's Manhood, Cherub-like He rode 


To meet his Parliament ;— Oh, what Bleſſings 

Did ever, Age, and Sex, and every Rank, 

Frem Windows and high Battlements, ſhower down 
On God-like Henry's Son j low did My Joy 
(Flooding my Eyes, und eonfpiring with the People) 
Prognoſticate, and promile to the Nation, 

The wiſdom, Juſtice, Prowefs, of my Brother, 
Should ſpring atreſh, and flodriſn, in his Heir! 
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York. While You ſurvive; and will exert your juſt 
Authority : The Nation bears the Diſappointment. 
Salisb. Nor, will they endure it, long, on other Terms. 
Glou, To-cach of You, kind Heaven has granted Sons, 
Born to prolong your Vertues! — Wherefore; 1 
Felicity deny d to Henry's. Memory? 
Or, muſt One Generation paſs; or, more:: + 
Ere Providence determines to reneẽ 
His Likeneſs ; and diſtinguiſh, once again, 
The Blood of Lancaſter, and England's Glory Fray 
Salizh, Why was the Education of our Prince intruſted: 
To Beaufort ? With whom, the Metropolitan | 
Of York conſpir'd, to enfeeble his tender Mind 
With Legendary Tales, and falſe Devotion; 
That They might rule him, in his riper Tears. 
York. When Superſtition ( Bane of manly n. J 
Strikes Root within the Soul; it OVer-Tuns,, At 
And kills, the Power of Reaſo n. 


DITA 


SCENE. x. 


192 


Glouceſter, York, Salisbury, Warwick 


Glow, What Tidings, now ?— 
Warw, The Tumult is appeas d. 


Glou. Warwick, — thy free-giving Hand; uy Table] 
Ones to All; thy affable Deportment ; 


Q3 Thy 


| 


— 


— 


— 


A * hs ye * o Py I k ry o . 7 8 1:.% * — RO if © "i. ws F = | 5 =, ® 
— = _ if” 2 LS I: OY NT; ENS e 
3 "Y | 12 by > 0 s A »H N o 
py o _ * K — 


90 Huurkx EV, Duke of Glouceſter, 

Thy pleaſing Wit ;— (Endearing Qualities!) © 

Conciliate to Thee, daily, ſuch Good Will, 

From all Degrees of Men: That, I foreſee, 

Thy Influence will prevail, throughout the Realm: 
Tork. Leſt we intrude too far upon the Night; 

Your Highneſs will appoint our Shares of Buſineſs : 


That there be no Confuſion, in our Meaſures. 


Glow. My Lords, when T am juſtified ; Let Sal 
buvy | | 
(Whoſe Gravity beſpeaks Attention) open, * © 
In general Terms, the heinous Crimes, long practiced 
Againſt the King, and State: And dwell upon 
The melancholy proſpect, now, before us. 

Salisb. I take my Part, 

Glow. Then; let the Duke of York 
Unfold-each Circumſtance of Ry $ Treafon. 

York, Agreed. 

Warw. And, leave the Cardinal to Me. — 

Methinks, I fee vain Swffolk lower his Creſt : — 

Ik. And Hizcheſter's red, fiery Eyes betray Ly 
The Virdlency of his feſtering Soul. 

Salisb. But, We forget *. * whoſe Ele- 

quence, 
Strengthen'd with Probity,— 

Glan. In the Debate, 
Oft as the Nation's Danger, and the King's, 
Shall come in View, will I riſe up to- ſpeak ; 
And ſhew my forward Teal, at leaſt, to reſcue 
The King, and Nation, truſted to my Care. 


* 


| Salad 
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Salich, Thus, then, will We inftru@ our Friends; 
who wait, 
Impatient, for Our final Reſolutions. N 
Glow. Yet, ere we part; ber Ons kern 


WWarw. You may . 1 

Command your Friends. * ere I” 
" Glow. My Lords, T offer not | 

To extemate the Guilt of gegn 3 ot, am I” 

Ignorant of his up- lifted Pride, 

Which renders him merck i he Wide 1" 

But till, this hated, this obnoxious Prelate, — P 5 

Is he not my Uncle *—"Then for my $ake, 1 

Spare the Remainder of his Life. — His Father 

Was a moſt worthy Prince ; and his late Brother, 

The Duke of Exeter, a wile, a learned, 

And an upright Counſellour, : 
York. If he muſt live; © 4 ITN 

Let him have no Abode within the Palüc -- 
Warw. Cenfine him to his Dioceſs, for Life; 

That he may not infeſt the Court: Nor, hencefors 

ward. I Ow | 

Salizb. Nor, muſt he hold 

A Seat, in Parliament. — For, whit have We 

To do with Cardinals? Whoſe whole Allegiance 

The See of Rome uſurps, F dy 
Glow, Nay, more; myy Lords: 

Let his ill-gotten Wealth (Whefewith, he hopes 

To buy the Papal Crown) be forfeited, 


1 


LES 
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On theſe Conditions, let my. Uncle hn 
And die, in Peace. 

Salich. At Your Deſire, then, let him 3 
Find that Mercy, he merits ene Yan 
York. A Mercy, | ; | * 
Were You in need of it, He ne et cen 9 8 
Glow. Though old in Vice; Retirement and Refles- 

tion n 
May, by Degrees, ſubdue his Heart to Vas 8 
Warw. Is there Aught, more; before we kare you; 
Highneſs ?., -  - 
Glow. My Lords; — —_— me to our Allembled: 
Friends: 
And give them full Ack. in My — 
That as in War, the Fear of Death ne er droye me. 
From Perils of the Field: 1 will, to Morrow, 
| Shew equal Reſolution, in the Senate, 
Nor, ſhall the Dread of Envy, or Detraction, 
Nor, yet, the Frowns, nor the Conſpiracies, 
Of deſperate Wicked Men, abate that Ardour, 
With which Your friendly Counſels make me glow 
To ſerve, at once, our Country, and our King! 


SCENE 
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Glouceſter: 


With Mildneſs, have I exercis'd my Power: 
But, — when the Times require Severity ; | 
Forbearance is Injuſtice. — Beawfort's Life, — 

If he employs it well, it well preſery'd. — . 
Sore with the Provocations of the Day, : 

I have (Ifear) with too great Bitternels 
Reproach'd his Age: —But, let me not lie down, _ | -- 
In Wrath; — Nor riſe, in Enmity: — Though Malice 
May keep him waking, on his Pillow, - Oh, Elea- 

nor; — . 
My Bed, alas, Ficker Thes, {s B 1 
As is the Grave! — But, Sleep weighs down my Fae 
lids; 
And Nature, wearied, fammons me to Reſt. — 
(cen its 

Angels, defend me! — What FR I fre? — My Uncle? 
And, in his Hand, a Dagger ;— a bloody Dagger i 
Away, Illuſion! —, Phantom of the Brain! 

My Senſes drouze; —and, ae 
It is beyond my wonted Hour. Then, welcome 
Kind Sleep; Renewer of our daily Life : 
Till, Death cdaſing our Eyes for ever from the Wall. 
We wake to One, Eternal, Day of Bliſs! | 

* SCENE 
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At length, I find the Stilneſs, I have wiſh'd.— 

The Mutineers are pacified: The Friends 

Of Gloncefter are retir d: The Centinels, 

O'erpower'd with Wine, Sleep, a dead Sleep. — The 
Hour, 

Paſt Midnight, waſtesin the Glaſs. — Soen the Bell, 

That parcels Time, will give the appointed Signal ; 

The Minute for the Deed, — Hark! — Was That, a 

© © Groan?— | 

Agajn? — The hollow-whirling Wind. — O, lull the 

To his eternal Reſt !— Yet ;— I feel Somewhat, 

Bids me forbear : — and pleads, within for Mercy. — 

Idle Remorſe ! — What though He be my Nephew ? — 

Were he my Father ,— Muſt I imbitter Life ; 

Quit all my Hopes ; —and forfeit my Ambition? 

Did he not, Twice, attempt my Overthrow ? — | 

And, will he, exaſperated as he is, 

Spare me, to Morrow ? — Then, Self. Defence, 

Nature's firſt Law, acquits me to my Self, — 

He makes Me wretched: — TI ſet Him at Eaſe, — 

What Injury? He leaves no helpieſs Orphan: 


And 
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And, to his Wife he is already, dead. + Yds 
And; What is Loſs bf 1 Life? —A Loſs, we never Fam 
Regret. Would it were dane !— And I, Apr —4 
It ftrikes! — The Stroke of unrelenting Fate :— — * 
Sleep, Humrey ; lleep! — The Period of Thy Cares, 
And Mine, is come. - Ha! — What, warning Voice? 

Whence ? — | 


Methinks, I hear a vie cry 4< chase, anke! 


Who comes ? — | | 
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SCENE MIL 
Beaufort, ee 


1. Ruff. Lord Cardinal. 
Beauf. Ay. — Tread ſoft. — Heard you no Noiſe? 
2. Ruff. The Bell. | et 
Beauf- No other Sound? _ 
1. Ruff. Not any; my good Lord. 
Beauf. No Noiſe, before you enter'd?, 
1. Ruf. None at all, 
Beauf. It may be ſo. — And yet, it hollow's loud! +> 
Imaginary Terrours ! — Hence!— Is Age 
So quick of Hearing! — Come, my Friends: 
Are re, PRs 
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2. Ruff. So bent on Vengeance ; 
That We think, Stifling is too mild a Death. 
"Beanf, No: — No Bloodſhed! — 
7. Ruff. Does he ſleep bund? 
Beauf. No labouring Man wore Gund. — 
But, — you muſt uſe main Force. 
7. Ruff. We know his Strength: 
Beauf. There lies the Door. 
2. Ruff. Come : Set the Lanthorn. 
Beaze. But; 
4 " Bede yr aye ws Signs of Violence : — 
2. RAY. None. | 
Beauf. And, lay the Bed; — and place de Pillows 
after. — 7 © ] 
Turm the Lock gently; — very pently! — $0, — 
Can Murder be a crying Offence; and Heaven 
Permit ſuch Fellows, daily, to traffick in it? — 
Or, is it human Laws, alone, conſpire 
To make it Criminal? —But, hold !— 'Tis doing. — 
He ſtruggles! — Now ; —all your Might: — Dilpatch!— 
No Reſpite | — 
Force: — Wretches ; more Force! — Weigh on his 
Breaſt, — | 
Smother that Groan ! — His Mouth; — his Noſtrils 
Quick !— 
Daſtardly Miſcreants! —Still 1 hear him breathe. — 
Finiſh, at once! — Oh, tis a tedious While! — 
So, — Now, he lies quiet. — Yes. —At laft, tis over !— 
Examine; — carefully : — Feel every Pulſe, — 


cave 
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Leave not One doubtfull Token. Quiteextinguiſh 
Life! —— . — Is it done? 
1. Ruaf To all Intents. 
Bearxf. Quite dead? 
2. Ruff. We anſwer for it. 
Beau. Yet; —I ſee no Blood 
Upon your Hands! — 
2. Ruff. You did injoin us. — 
Beau. True! 
I had forgot. — And, have you ſmooth the Bed? 
1. Ruff. We have: —And, drawn the Curtains round: — 
2. Ruff. And, laid him, 
With his Face upward. 
Beauf. Right ! — Away! — The private Door is 
OPEN, — 


ATI IRA 
SCENE. NV. 
Beaufort. 


How ſoon — Liſt ! Does he not ftir?=Ko. — 

The Breath of Life is mixt with common Air!— 

While Glouceſter liv'd, nor Henvy's Death, nor Bedford's, 

Did avail ;— Three Nephews, born to thwart me! 

Henceforth ; ; — Anxiety, adieu! — — Look forward, 
Beaufort ! f 

Nor, waſte One Thought, idly, to recolle& 

What cannot be recall'd, — And yet; — Who knows? — _ 
a \ R Heaces 
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Hence, childiſh Fears ! — 

The Queen and Suffolk wiſh him dead. No Blood 

Is ſpilt : — Nor, livid Stains of Poiſon taint his Bowels, — 
What Proof of Murder, then? —It will be aid, 

He, ſleeping, died (as Many Men have died) 

And, deem'd a Mercy; or, perhaps, a judgment; 

As Prejudice inclines. — And, Who ſhall dare 

To caſt, on Us, a Blemiſh of Suſpicton ? — 

Then, Beaufort; — reſt, ſecure ? — Repute thy Self, 
Free from all Gvilt; fince Thou haft prov'd Succeſsfull: 
Nor, vainly think, there can be Reaſon to repent .— 
The Sting of Guilt is — but the Fear of Puniſhment! 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT. 


A, 5, n 2 

1 —_ 4a 
ay INC CET ITY 
» * * 1 WA 


HOMFREY, Duke of Glouceſter. 99 


erw. SCENE LE 
Queen, Suffolk. 


OUEEN. 


H, Suffolk ; may this * prove 
auſpicious! | 
ll That my fond Wiſhes, ſeconded by 
I) Power, 
May hviſh Honours on the Man, who 
merits | 
Higher Diſtinction, than England's Crown can give, 
Suff. And, may your Suffolk live to ſerve, to admire, 
To adore, the Queen; whoſe Fayour is my whole Am- 
bition ! 
Queen. This flattering Hope, alone, emboldens me 
In all my Attempts ( ſucceſsfull, hitherto) 
To break the Authority of this Protectour. 


| 


R 2 Suff. 


— — 
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Y Suff. Madam, ere Noon, your Wiſhes are accom- 

"I pliſped. 

i Queen. And yet, — there hangs a Cloud upon my 
| 3 Hopes 1— 


| 1 And my Heart bodes — _ 
5 Suff. Let Me partake your Fears. 
| = Queen. But; — wherefore ſhould a Dream diſquiet 
me? x 
Sulf. Wherefore, indeed! — Dreams, pleaſing or diſ- 
pleaſing, 
Are, only, Shadows of our waking Thoughts, — 


But, here comes Beaufort. 


4 SCENE. Il. , 
. Queen, Suffolk, Beaufort. 


1 Queen. Lord Cardinal, Good Morrow. 
Bearf, Your Majeſty wears not the Smiles, this Day 
1 Requires: — This long · expected Dax. 
Suff. A Dream, | 
Has overcaſt her wonted Chearfulnefs 
een. A Dream, 
1 So very wild!— And yet, ſo powerfull, it wrought; 
1 | That, from my Slumbers, I awoke diſorder d. 
1 | Methought I ſaw a hunted Stag take Refuge 
| 1 In a wide Stream ; — not unlike the Thames : — 


And» 
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And, when I look'd again; That Stag — was Suffolk !— 
Again, I lumber'd: Muhen another Dream 
Sets Beaufort in my View'z-— beſmear'd with Blood! — 
And Warwick, — crying Murder, through the Palace! 
What I ſaw, after, was —embattied Armies! — - | 
The King, dethroned! — My Self, a Wanderer! — 

And York ;— Yet ſoon, it was not Tork; 
But, a freſh-blooming Youth, who wore the Crown! 

Bean. This, only, ſhews ; your Majeſty is anxious 
For the King's Hondur, and Safety of your Friends. 

I, my ſelf, did dream, Glowcefter was taken Speech» 

leſs! — 
Muſt it, therefore, be ſo ?— Or, does it not 
Proceed from the- Concern of Yeſterday? 
When, there was Cauſe to dread his Power of Speech! 
Queen. Then, — let theſe Viſions paſs. — But, have 
you heard 
| Ot laſt Night's Tumult? 
g Beauf. Nothing. — I went to Reſt. 
Queen. The Duke of Suffolk brought the Account, this 
Morning. 
Suff. Midnight Sedition ! — Of which I mean to 
ſpeak 
In Parliament, 

Beauf. Moſt fortunate Event !— 

Queen. As it has prov'd. — + 

Beaxf. Does the King know it? 

Queen. He does: And, is determin d. 

Beaxf. But, is he ready? 

Queen. By this Time, his Robes are on.— 


R 3 Beauf, 
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Beauf. For, It the Duke's Confinement be prolong'd, 
Till the Day wears; the Commoners and Peers 
Will camour to releaſe him, ere we can paſs 
A Vote to make his Office void. 

Suff. Madam, 


That Vote ſecur d; We have reduced your Foe. 


Queen. I ask no more, — Kind Fortune, aid us, 


now | — 
And, think not, Glouceſter, We (howe'er incens d) 
Would let Reſentment looſe, againſt thy Lite. 
Be Duke ot Glouceſter, ſtill! — But not Protectour 


SCENE III. 
| The Lord Protectour's Apartment. 


Warwick, Eleanor. 


Elean. All-gracious Heaven be prais'd, that I once 
more, a 

Shall ſee my Lord! ; 

Warw. Before the Day fhall cloſe; 
You, Both, ſhall ſee your Enemies, cover'd 
With Confuſion ! — But, Madam, you have promis'd, 
Not to detain him, on this important Morning. 

Elean. Miſtruſt me not. My Reaſon ſhall o er · rule 
My fond Afiection 


% 


IWarw. 
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Warw. We kept him, late, from Reſt. 
Elean. Perhaps, my Lord, He is not, yet, awake: 


And, nnn 
Were I to draw his Curtain. 


Warw. Then, let Me | | 
Prepare him. 8551 
Elean. Gently, Warwick, wake my Love: 
And let the Muſick of His Voice invite me to him. 
O, from thy lonely Bed, my Glouceſter, riſe : 
And, may We, never more, lie down, aſunder 
How have I watch'd, the lire long Night! — Ho, chid 
The tardy Morning ! —— — Oh, my. Heart liſtens! — 
Not, yet? — 
IWarw. Diſtraction! Horrour ! Ruin !— Murder ! 
Elean. Oh, my Terrour! — What Murder; Warwick N 
Where? 
Harw. There ; Madam !— Horrid Murder! 
Elean. Kill me not! — 
Say ! — 
Warw. Never more, ſhall you behold him, living! | 
Elean. Whom ? 
Warw. Glouceſter ; your Husband ! — The Protectour 


Elean. Say it not! — *Tis the Power of Sleep! 


Let Me — 
Warw. Madam, forbear !-—- You muſt not ſee— 
Elean. I muſt !— ' 
1 will!— 
Warw. It is a Sight, will blaſt— 
Elean.. Let go! 
He ſhall awake !— x { Goes- in. 
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Warw. Oh, for the Voice of Thunder! 

To ſhake this-guilty Palace! — To deſtroy 
The Murderers! To ſtrike the Terrour, wide! 

But, ſee the Widow'd Dutcheſs! — The Picture of 
Heart-wringing Anguiſh ! — O, powerfull Affliction 
That neither Tears, nor Language, give it Utterance!— 

Elean. Cold! Quite cold! And ghaſtly !— 

O, welcome, Death! — | 

Warw. She faints !— She dies! What Suceour? — 
Afflicted Eleanor !— Live! Live, to ſee | 
The ſpeedy Vengeance, We exact for Glourefler 
The Woe, in Store for Margaret, Beaufort, = 2 

Elean. Oh — 

Warw. Deep-ſinking Sorrow! — 

Elean. Where is my Glouceſter ? — 
O, lay me by him! — 
Warw. No: — I cannot let you — 
Elean. Muſt I not be allow'd we ecard 
him ? — 
Malice ſhall not divorce me from his Grave 

Warw. I do beſcech you, Madam, to conſider — - 

Elean. I do: — I know my Loſs: — I feel my At- 

flition!— 

Warw. I feel it, too! — for You; my ſelf; the Nation 

Elean. Why? — Why, are there Calamiries, in Life, 
We cannot bear? — That tempts us, — to atraign— 
Yet,— will I not. — Thou rightcous Power, compaſ- 

ſionate oF 42 | 
My Weakneſs!— Authour of all Being z— if Thou 
Haſt calfd Him, hence; — O, teach me Reſignation! — 


But, — 
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But, — if my Glonceſter is bereft of Life, 
Through black Conſpiracy ; —reveal the Murder ! 
Hurw. Madam, You mult not, yet, be ſeen. — My 
Houſe 
Is near, — My Wife will ſhare in your Affliction: 
While I inform the King and Parliament 
Of Glouceſter's Fate; and, edge the Sword of Juſtice! 


S CE NE IV. 
The Scene ſhifts back again. 


Queen. Hig pk 
'Tis a full Parliament! And, big with Expedation\-— 


And, already, do the inquiſitive Multitode 
Begin to gather! — Should the Protectour's Followers 
Out-number us; — Or, ſhould they know the Suma, 
We have diſtributed : = The King may be 

Prevail'd on, to retract his Speech. O, Henry; 

That I could give thee a Portion of My Spirit 
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106 HUurREVY, Duke of Glouceſtet. 


SCENE V. 


Queen, Beaufort. 


Queen. O, Wincheſter ! — I am perplex'd; —I fear !— 
Bea. Madam, I haſten d to prevent your Fears, — 
Queen. Why do you quit your Scat? — Say! — What 
Occaſion? — 
Has the King ſpoke ? — 
Beauf. Be more compos d. 
Queen. Reſolve me! 


Beauf- He would have ſpoke; — when, a ſurpriz ing 


- 


Rumour | 

Was circled round, — of the Protectour s Death! 
Qucen. Of Glauceſſer s Death? — It cannot be! — 
And yet, 

I. almoſt wiſh it may ! — 
Beauf. A frequent Murmur | 

(As ot Bees diſturb d within their Hives) roſd 

On a ſuddain And the deep Concern, * 

In all his Friends, gives ſeeming Credit to it. 

Queen. Some Stratagem : But, were it true; I dread 
This haſty Death! — Who knows what may be ſaid — 
Beauf. We may expect, our Enemies will caſt out 

Malicious Whiſpers. 
Aten. Ay, Beaufort !— And, I wiſh, 
He had not been conſim d. 
Fy | : Beauf. 


HUMFREY, Dwke of Glouceſter. Top 


* Beanf. Thus, human Foreſight 
Is, ever, blind to the Decrees ot Heaven | 
Queen. bee —— @ much ahe Mohn of 
the People ; 
I apprehend a thouſand Milchiefs! = 
Beau. Faction 
May rage, a While, — Let Us betray no Fear: 
But, bold in Innocence, confront Detraction 
Queen. Back, to your Seat, my Lord 3 and watch 
the Motions — 
Ye, tay! —Here, comes the Duke of Terk. — 1 


SCENE LTL 
Queen, Beaufort, York. 


Owen, O, tell me! — 
Say, noble York, — 


Bean, Alaſs, my. Nephew! —Is he ; 
Departed ? — 
York. Murder d!— | 
Beaxf. Murder'd ? — > 
Queen. Heaven forbid! — t 
Murder'd? — By Whom ? — And, in the Palace! | 
York. Yes: — | _ 
Barbarouſly, murder'd ! — Baſely, in his Bed! — i 
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Brant. How? — By Whom? — What Aſſurance of 
the Fact? | 
: - York, Concurring Circumſtances ! — 
"—_ Speak them, then ! 
York. The haſty Summons of this ralnment: 
The Baniſhment of Eleanor: His Conſinement: 
The Imptiſoning his Servants: | 
Queen. Pardon me, 
My Lord; if, in all, you urge ſo a 
can diſcern no Circumſtance of Murder. 
Beaxf. This is a Tale! — A Plot, to raiſe Rebellion ! — 
Queen. Give plainer Tokens, York ! — Have you 
| examin'd 
be Body? 
Beaxf. Is there any Blood upon the Sheets? 
Queen. Make Proof: — What Marks of Violence 
appear ? 
Tork. O, Madam; many Witneſſes, with Me, 
Have ſeen, have read, the Characters of Murder 
Where Sickneſs kills, oft have I ſeen the Corſe 
Of aſhy Semblance; meagre; pale; and bloodleſs ; 
3 The darken'd Eyes, in-ſunk; the Noſe, compreſs'd. 
4 But, the Duke's Face is black; and full of Blood! 
4 His Eye-Balls, farther out, than when he liv'd; 
Staring, tull-ghaſtly ; like a ſtrangled Man 
His Noftrils, ſtretch d with trugghnp+His Mouth, a-gaſp . 
For vital Breath! His ruffled Hair, up- rear d! 
His Hands, a. broad diſplay'd ; as One, that graſp'd, 
And tugg'd for Life; and was ſubdued by Force! 
Bean. Your Majeſty ſees, This is concerted Malice! — 


Que en. 
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Queen, Treaſon, againſt the King! — As, who ould 
lay, 
He fign'd a Warrant for his Uncle's Murder, 
Beazsf. York is not ignorant, that Many die, 
Without the Mercy of a timely Warning !— 
Do we-not, daily, petition againſt ſuddain Death? 
Or. — may not Gloacefter, conſcious of ſome Guilt; 
Have taken Poiſon ? — But; produce the Murderer ! 
York. Thou may'ſt remember; there is aFrelate, living. 
Once, placed an Ambuſh for his Life. — -, 
Beauf, Tis falſe! — 
I clear'd my ſelf of that unworthy Charge, 
Long ago: — When our moſt gracious Sovereign 
(May he not rue the Day ! ) made Thee a Duke; 


In Token of his Joy, that Beawfore did forgive 
This dear, departed, Man; then, my Accuſer. 


SCENE.VE... 
Queen, Bea ufort, York, Wa rwick. 


IWarw. Why do I find you here, my Lord? — Know 
you not | 


The Protectour's Enemies? = - 
Queen. But, not his Murderers! 


| S Dee, 
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Qucen Preſumptuous Warwick ! 
More inſolent, than Tork? 
Beauf. His Sycophant 
The Creature of his Smiles! — Now, to be tame, 
Would argue Guilt, — Madam, I do pronounce ' 
The Duke of York, a Traitour, by Deſcent! — 
York. There ſpoke the Fiend ! The Father of De- 
traction! — 
Har The Murderer of Gloncefier! — 
©ween. Malicious Outrage! — 
Bean, Slight Boy! — We ſet, at Nought, whit Thou . 
can ſt ſay. 


But, that aſpiring Duke (whom thou doeſt eccho) 


Thinks, this a Time, to manifeſt his Treaſon. 

York. Thou commen Spoiler! — Doeſt Thou talk of 

Treaſon? 

Beauf. The Lord Protectour, Fr My Life is 

_. fought: 
That Henry ( ſole-ſurviving Lancaſter ) 
Left deſtitute; the hated Name of York 
May thrive, — may tyrannize, in Cor 
Queen. "Tis manifeſt ! - 

Harw. How Guilt would fain _ 
© *Beanf. With him do both the Nevils (profuſe Warwick, 
And ſubtle Salisbury) joyn, — 

Warw. Blood-thirſty Man! — 

Queen. Yes! It is evident, you all conſpire !— 
What, elſe, ſhould prompt you to be, thus, audacious? 
Thus, to arraign his venerable Ape? 

A Biſhop! — Cardinal! Uncle to your King 


Beauf. 
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Beauf. And, ſpall the Church, you weund through, 
Me, not cenfure! — 
O, Religion! — 

Dueen. Beaufort, with Me! — 
But; — ſee, you prove your Semi: — Or, your Heads 
Shall pay the Forfeit ! * 

Warw. I expect no Favour.— 


3 


SCENE VIII. 
Lork, Warwick. 


York. Your Grief, for this ill-fated Duke, randperts you 
Beyond the Bounds of Prudence. 
 Warw, Fear it not. mn 
Though, for a Vengeance, horrid as the Deed, 

I could grow deſperate ! Could delight to torture 

York. What Evidence? — That You, ſo boldly vetture 
To charge the Cardinal ! 

Warw. My Father bade me do it. | 
'Tis Beaufort's Guilt, he faid: — Make haſte, my Son! 
Divulge it to the People ! = Cry, Bloody Beaufort! 
And leave the Proof, in Parliament, to Me. 

York. Inhuman Cardinal! — 

Warw. But, ſee; — my Father, 
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SCENE IX. 
York, Warwick, Salisbury. 


York. Say, Salisbury; — Is it Beaufort ? 

Salisb. Yes} — I ſhall 
Produce the Two Aſſaſſins, he employ'd. 

Tork. Can ſuch Impiety dwell ſo near the Altar 
But, Salisbury; How — 
Sali:b, Deep-wounded with Remorſe ; 
Dreading a Diſcovery; and, hoping Pardon; 
One has, to. Me, confeſi d: — But, more, at better 
Leiſure. 

Imuſt inform you, now 5 The King's Affliction, 
Who weeps, who droops, who ſickens, on his Throne: 
The Indignation (mixt with general Mourning ) 
In all the Peers, and Commoners, of Note ; 
The Fury of the People, rending the Air for Vengeance: 
Have ſtrook ſuch Terrour through the Foes of Glouceſter, 
That, daring not to qppoſe our warm Reſentments, 
We have, already, ſpeeded ſar in Juſtice! 

Harw. We muſt have Rigour, Sir! 

Salisb. And ſhall ! — But, hear me. 
Suffolk is ſentenced into Baniſhment : 
The Queen, to be remov'd, far diſtant, from the Pa- 

lace : — 
York. But , that vile Wincheſter ! — 
Warw. Mark, where he comes. 


SCENE 


SCENE. N 
York, Warwick, Salisbury, Beaufort. 


Beauf. Alas, my Lords! — Why ai I. thus de- 
famed? | 
Is not my Nephew: $ unexpected Death 
Sufficient Weight of Grief, to bow me down? 
An ample Suffering, to appeaſe all Enmity ? 
But you muſt load, — but you muſt perſecute, 
My Age, my Dignity, my facred Office, 
With Infamy ſo black, — Suſpicion of ſuch Guilt, 
As Heaven can teſtify, my Soul abhorrs! _ © | 
IWarw. Nothing, thy Soul abhorrs ; but Truth and 
Vertue! | . 
York. Laſt Night, remember; Beazfors, I totetold 
dome monſtrous Muſchict, brooding in thy Breaſt? 
Warw. Did'ſt thou imagine, the r ot Heaven N 
wink | 
At ſuch a Deed ! — 
York. A Crime, unparallell'd ! 
A Murder, that ſets Nature at Defiance ! 
Deauf. You are young Men; . * to . 
paſſion : 
But, Salisbury is more ini more ſlow to Cenſure. 
#3 - With 
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With him 1 may expoſtulate; to him reveal 
My penitent Sorrow ; though late, not leſs ſincere. 
Why did J liſten to the Queen and Swffolk : 
Why did their ſpecious Arguments ſeduce me ? 
Oh, that They never had confin'dmy Nephew ! — 
Unthinking that I was ! — Not to foreſee, 
The Violence of their unlawfull Love 
Might tempt them to conſpire — 
Salizh, Go, Beaufort; go | — 
Thou doeſt not leſſen, but enhance, thy Guilt ! 
They were ſeduced by Thee: Thine is the Mur- 
der! — 
And (if Thy flinty Heart can feel CompunRion) 
Know, Gloucefler interceded for Thy Life! 
Made it his laſt Requeſt, to ſpare his Uncle; 
Enforced it with ſuch Tendernefs, that We 
Conſented. 


Beaxf. Do I not know, He was all Goodneſs: — 


How ſhall T bear the Loſs | Oh, how lament 


His hard, untimely, Fate 
Salish, Thy black Contrivince ! — ; 
Feauf. Then, I perceive, Salisbury is bent on Miſe, 
chief! 
Salub. On Juſtice ! — 
Beauf. I appeal thee, then! — 
Salitsb. To Morrow! 
Beauf. This very Day! — 
Salisb. The Lords have other Buſineſs, — 
Beawf, To Morrow, then ! — 


Salisb. 


HomrREY, Dale of Glouceſter: -1 15 * 
Salisb. When in the Preſence of the Peers, 
Thou ſhalt turn pale, and tremble, at the Sight - 
| Beauf. Of Glouceſter ! ay I Thou? WP BRAS; 
Salisb. Of the Two bold Rufhans, — 
Beauf. Curſe on thy Tongue 1'— Thy penetrating 
Thought! — 

Warw. His Guilt begins do work. 

York, It ſhakes his Soul? 

Beavuf. What Ruffians ; Nevil? — Who?— 1 am es. 
ſnar d! 

Have you procur'd falſe Witneſſes? — Or, muſt you 

Be allowed a Day, to ſeek out Perjury? — | 
Daring Impiety ! — Where will it end? 

When holy Dipnities are vilified ! 

Salisb; Preſuming Inſolence of Rome's Authority ! —, 
You think, that, with Impunity, You may : 
Offend apainit the Civil Power. 

Bras, I did it not. 

Salub. Deliberate Cruelty ! — 
Beauf. They diſobey d me, then. — 
I faid, No Violence ; No ener 

Salub. I know it. 

Beaaf. I ſaid it yot. = Thou could'ſt not hear me. 
But, I peroeive your deep- concerted Malice: = _ ; 
And, it I ſtir not Vengeance up; — may Heaven 
Deny me Mercy, when I need it molt ! 
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— SCENE XL 
York, Warwick, Salisbury. 


Salizh, A direfull Imprecation ! 
Warw. Did you obſerve 
His Reaſon ſtagger? 
Salisb. 1 did. 
York. That Men ſhould dare 
To do, what done, muſt make the Doer wretched! 
Salub. We, yet ſhall wring his Conſcience ; till he prays 
For that ſweet Mercy, he has, now, renounced | 
But; —1 inform'd you of the Qucen, and Suffolk ! — + 
To Eleanor, the King has ſent his kind Condoleance: 
Her Sentence is revok d; and immediate Proſecution 
Order d, againſt her infamous Accuſers. 
Warw. But, — what Redreſs, for ſuffering England ? 
Salisb, York is delign'd to be, what Glouceſter was. 
But; We muſt to our Seats, before They adjourn; 
And move, that Beauſort's Crime may be adjudg'd, to 
Morrow- 
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8 e EN E XII. 
Queen. 


I know not what to think? All is Confuſion — 
The King detain'd; and Suffolk, ſo long, abſent; 
Duke Humfrey's ſuddain Death; the Confidence 
Of ork, ard Warwick; the madding Populace; 
My evil-boding Dreams; — Each Circumſtance 
Grows black, within my Thought ; and turnt bs Hor 
rour | 
some One diſpell my Fears | = | 
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SCENE XVII. 
Queen, Backen 5 


Queen. O, Buckingham, 
Thou comeſt, in Time, to fave me from Dit salba! 

Back. I come, the Witneſs of a Parliament, 
Enrag'd! — 

Queen. Have they attainted him? — Is be, then, — 
Gone to Confinement?— That 1 fee him not 


Reſolve me, as to Swffolk ! — Oh, I know it! 1 
ut, 
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But, — if I live, They ſhall not have their Will! — 
The King ſhall not be awd — He ſhall releaſe him. 
Fly; Buckingham: — Tell him, the Queen-determines 
To ſet him free ! 

Buck. How, alas! ſhall I inform you, 
That on the firſt Alarm (ere, yet, his Exile 
Was decreed) — 

Queen. His Exile? — But, he ſhall not go! — 
Though, Twenty Times, they voted him to Exile; 

As often would 1 fruſtrate their Refolves ! — 

Buck. Madam; — diſmay'd, He fled! 

Queen. How! Fed? — Ts he, then, gone? — 
Perfidious Man !— Have I confided in him ; 
Heap'd Honours on him; ſtudied his Promotion: — 
And, would he not, a re ſtay his Fight, 

To bid Adicu ! — * 

Buck. Did you but know the Whole ; — 

Tou would compaſſionate, not blame, the Duke! — 
Deen. I ſhould deteſt him, more! — There is no 
Faith 


In Man ! — Excuſe him not. — Not ſtay, to thank 


me? — 
Not, once, adviſe with me?—Did the wretch fear, 
I would betray him? — Or, does he imagine, 
I haye na Power? No Senſe of Gratitude ? — 
No Reſentment ? — But ; I will bring him back! — 


- Yes ! — I will call the Traitour home! — Reproach 


him, 
To his Face! Diſgrace him! — Meditate his Ruin '— 
Jenn 


HumrRty, Duke of Glouceſter. 1 19 


Joyn with his Foes !-— And, give him up to Death! = 
Ot This, — aſſure him, when you write. 

And now, my funk wry ee eee — 
And, by your firm Adherence to our Intereſts, 
Merit che Favour, for feited by Suffolk. 12 

Buck, I could acquit him, to your uke: | 
But that, I fear, Alas 
Queen. Acquit him, then! | 
Buck. O, hear with Patience, what you, fon muſt 

hear ! 14499 
Dreading, the People's Rage; he tro 1 — 
But, — tar, he row'd not, down the Thames; when, 

ſome | 
Of the diſtracted Multitude (vowing Revenge, 
On Glauceſter s Marderers) attack d his Barge !—= 
Queen, And, how has he eſcap'@? 
Buck. And murder d him. —- 
Queen. Support me 

Buck. Oh, call up all your Reſolution ſhev: 
Your Fortitude! — And be not overcome! 

Or, We ae loſt; — Your Self is "Rar one 

ruin d — 

Vour Enemies „ pho 

To eſtrange you from the Kg to take your Life 
Queen. My Life! — It is imbitter d — Let them 

take it! — 

I am, already, loſt! — Eſtranged trom Happineſs !—. | 

Regardleſs of my Self ; what Concern bave I: 

For others? — Perifh, who will! — Alas, 

I rave ! — The Sport of frantick Paſſion!— 
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Yet, — Buckingham ; miſconſtrue not my eng | 
It is, all Gratitude ! — | 
To Suffolk, do 1 owe my Greatneſs! — 
To Suffolk, I unboſom d every Care 
My Crown without him, is a glittering Burden ! 
O, Dear-bought, late, Experience! — Glouceſter, dead. 
Is more my Foe, more powerful), than living . 
Buck. Suppreſs your Grief : — —. 15 Oy" 
. —Try 
If, on Them you can prevail : While 


"Diſpoſe the King. 


ne. 


SCENE Mv. 
Queen, - York, Salisbury. 


"York. Where is the hateful! Criminal ? 
Salisb. In his Apartment; | 
Sei d with a violent, delirious, Fever. 
Tork. Obſerve the Queen. 
Dee. My Lords, I fear, I am to blame. — 
Beaufort 's Counſels 
Hive prov'd pernicious to the King. 
Salisb: And, Madam, Yours 


Have done no lefs Differvice: — * 
6. W | 4 


Huurkr, Duke of Glouceſter. 121 
Deen. Through his Perſwaſion. — _ 


But; T repent, that e er I liſten d to him — 


And, if be be the guilty Man, you fay, — 
York, Your Power ſhall not protect him! — 


Queen. I protect him ! — 
My Power? my Lords :— If I have any Power; 
I will exert it all, to make him wretched ! — 
Deliver bim, to Iafamy, to Torture! 
May the innocent Blood of Suffolk, and of Gloxceſter, 
Crying aloud- to Heaven, afflict his Soul 
And, everthſting Miſery be his Portion! 
And now, my Lords ; — Henceforward, ſhall your - 
Counſels 


Direct My Conduet, dd AN the King: © A 


York. Our Counſels, Madam, if they may prevail, 


Shall influence the King t6 rule, without You. 


- Salisb. You meddle, over-much, in his Affairs: 
And, & weer dappier for the King, ind Nate, | 
Much happier. for your If ; would your hereafter; 
ar ne de- more ; the Council. never. 

Dae Diſdainfull Mei! — Tou flight rye gy 
You tempt an Enmity; diſcetning Neither. 
You know not Margaret! — 

Salisb. That England, ne er had known her ! 
Queen. I will be — Is Fortitude and Wiſ- 
dom, 
Given to Man, 1926 fs tin Comedy 
Prove me, in the Flad] Jn Policy, let Salisbury, 
In War, let York, oppoſe But, my Lords; 
T Be 


— 
OT 
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Be ſure, you over-match this lighted Woman ! _ 
Urge me to all Extremes! Friendſhip. and F. oer, 2 
I neither ask, nor grant, — Sugceſs is Mine 3, TH hk 
If Courage claims Succeſs ! — Yet, if We fails þ 6b 
Your Chronicles ſhall witneſs to my Fame ; 

Your Daughters boaſt, your Sons all emylate, 

A Woman's Glory; and the World avow, 


England, once, had a Queen,, deſery d to NJ ö . 


| 
| 


; 


NN W N . FO 


S CEN E. Wees 
Salisbury, Lock. woanwRma 15 2 
Salisb. The daring Spirit of dises bortends ; 


Much Trouble to dhe King; and muck Dish... | 
Throughout the Landi | 


But; i® unto he King—Dy Hi Command, - 
W eagitiths People: a 50 T | 


J 
| 2: 2 
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— 
2 
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SCENE 


Home, Dube of Gloudeſter. 15 
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SCENE XVI. 
The Lord CardinaÞs Apartment. | 
Beaufort; Hing on à Conch. 


Why, do they lay me on a Couch of Thorns? 

How ſhould I reſt! — They bid me cloſe my Eyes: 

But, through the Lids, I ſee a Thouſand Forms; 

Numberleſs Terrours! — I ſhut Both Ears: And yet, 

I hear infernal Howlings! — Death, and Deſpair, | 

Have laid hold upon me. — O, miſerable, that 1 am! — 

Would 1 had died, as innocent, as Glowcefter ! — 

Let me think no more. Is there no Phyſician - 

Can cure the Mind? — Nothing, to kill Reflec+ 
tion? = 

That I could drink Oblivion down!— O, When 


» < 4 
—y 1 
— 6 — „ VU!—— 


* - £0 K k 
p \ 9 = 

r -4 — — — 3 * 9 2 y=? d 

p of = 
1 8 * „ Wl b 3 
— 2 = oY 4 2 a — £ — 
— 2 = —_ 8 
0 


124 HuMFREy, Dude ꝙ Glouceſter: 


- 33> > Wes AN 
So a e . 0 SADS * * , 


SCENE XVI. 
Beaufort, Warwick, Eleanor. 4 


Elean. Why, muſt I ſee the Author of my Wan? 
Warw. He cannot Jaſt, an Hour, inn raves on 
Glonceſter ; 
And calls on You ; imploring Your 8 
Elean. O, hard Injunction ! — That we mult forgive 
Such Injuries ! — But, — How can I forgive? 
Warw. Madam, Conſider his Deſpair ! — 
Elan. My Miſery, my Lord! — | 
Conſider That! — I know, it is commanded — ae 
It is a Duty : — But, — it is ſevere ! — ed 1 ue 
Warw, See, where he lies. *. n 
Elean. Let us retire. He ſleeps. —— 


8 


* FF | 


"Beauf. Who bids me fleep ? — Tt is bot fits 


ſleep ! — 


Glonceſter ſhould not have flept. — - Who" are you ? | 


' TH 4 Lid Af 


Whence ? — 
Send away that Woman. Give me my Crown : 
My Crown and Croſier What has the Parliament 
To do with Me? Wea 
Elean. My Lord of Winchefter, — 
Beauf. * doeſt. Thou baut, n, 


42312 


lean 
- . * 4 * \ — 2 * 
— Ps 


* 


*- $alieh, How fares the Cardinal? 


Huurkxzr, Duke e Glouceſter. 12 5 
Elean. Though You have made Me wretched ; yet, 
my Lord, 


' I will endeavou r 224 


Beauf. How cameſt Thou hither ? 
Nay, then, thou art a Sorcereſs, indeed! 
Can'ſt travel o'er the parhleſs Sea ; can't fix 
In Air! Thou haſt bewitch'd my Senſes. Go! 
IWarw. How wild his: Looks ! — Approach him not. 
Beau. mmm 
me! 
T kill, by Night !— Alas, 1 1 
ng | 


_ Wars. His Breath grows ſhort, — 


SCENE XVII. 


Beaufort, Warwick, Eleanor, Selig 
bury, York. 


* 
. 


Warw. As one, ary yang - 


Into Eternity! NN 7 A 4 


York. Behold him, gaſping! © | 

Bean. Why do you MEE] hgrekens cb 
My Soul is white, 4s Snow?=- What needed we 
Have purchas'd Votes) Was not the Murder cheaper 
Gan T 3 Salizh + 


[ 


Ee dis and makes N 


126 HumFREY, Duke of Gloucefies; 


 Salisb. My Lord, the King has ſent 1 — © bh 
Beauf. King of Terrours! — 
Tt thou beeſt Death, I'll give thee ** Treaſure; 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no Pam! + 
York. The King my Lord, your Royal Nephews, ende 
Beau. Bring me, then, to my Trial. when you will.— 
Died he not in his Bed? — Where ſhould be die? — 
Can I make Men live, whether they will, or no? — 
Alive again? — Then, ſhew me, where he is }— _ 
Combe down his Hair. — Look; look | » It fands 
upright: «+ / 1185 | 0 
Like Lime-Twigs, {et to catch my wings deal. 
Elean. Pray pray, for Mercy! 
Beaaf. Oh, my. Niece; = a 
The Gates of Heaven are ſnut!— O, ave me, five me! 
I ſhudder, on the Margin of the Gulph !— 


- 


Headlong, T.ruſb! — I fall; deep, deep, I plunge: _ - 


I fathom Miſery; the Depths of endleſs Woe! 
Elean. O, Thou eternal Mover of the Heavens; 
Look, with a gentle Eye, upon this Wretch! 
Qh, beat away the buſy, meddling Find. 
That lays ſtrong Siege to his departing Soul; * 
r. from his Boſome, purge this black Deſpair ! 
. See, how the ds of Death work, in hö 
„ e D a ad. 
York. Diſturb him fot. — Let him _pals, peaceably. r 
Plean. Lord Cardinal; If thou think'ſt on ** 8 
„ Blis; 


Hold. up :by Hands Make Signa of 8 Hope — "a 


>a: oY 


„ N ＋ Harn. 
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pada ee eee 
+, member'd; yy 
„ „ benp s, 8 
Elean. The tendereſt Husband — The mog inbumas 
v 4 Uncle! 4 17 N 
Salieb, The Belt, and Work, of l! 
Elean. Alas, my Lords; 8 
How, ſhall I bear to live! — \ 3.14 5 
- York, Be comforted. —.._* .__- . 
Wita You, the Nation mourns: And Hewy's Sorrows 
Are equall to your Own. — Number'd among the Bleſt, 
Glouceſter partakes of everlaſting Reſt, — 
Let high-preſuming Men with Dread attends 
Divinely warn d. to Beaufort s direfull End! — TAY 
Though bold Offenders human Laws deff, 


They draw down heavier Weight ot "Rn fm 
on Ni 


> 
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be End of the Fifth Am. 
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Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


25 ſay, 
PLAY: 


your Eyes; 
And make you Merry, leſt you Soul grew Wiſe. 


Wet ! — You have heard a diſmal Tale, I own: 
It, almoſt, makes One dread —to lie, alone. 
Ruffians, and Ghoſts, mu Marder, and Deſpair, 
May chace more edis ions from the Fair. 
Wives can awgke "them 1 in their 

Fright : * 
Bur, if poor Damſelt b# Earl's, by Night ; 
How of og They ( helpleſs Creatures!) lay th: 
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To wipe the Tears of V ertue Hom 


„eee 


EPJLL O E. 


Forget it al; "And, Beaufort r Crime | for- 
give: —— 

Duke Humfrey was — 750 Co a Man, to live. 

And, yet; — his Merit, rightly underſtood 

He, New: wg de of who” won — — ar 
Grd! 2 p 

Great Soulf; ER for their e 5 Sale 
would be content, 

Their e * be dere'd- — fo abn. 


Sauce Chronicles 560 nity our Dake fo 
tame; 
1; Eleanor, if ſhe ſurvives, to blame? 
A Widow knows the Good, and Bad, of Life 2 
And, has it in her Choice, 10 be, or not to be, 4 
Wife ! — 
Virgins, impatient, cannot ſtay to chooſe : 
They riſque it all; — wot having Much to hoſe ! =» 
I mean, — ſuch Nymphs, as figh in rural Shades; 
No Miduight Shepherdeſt; ar Maſanerades : 
Or, ſuch ill-fdzed Maids, as pine in Grorto's ; 
And, Never had the Experience of Ridotto's ! 
Where ( nab nn ure their Market 
fo mother JJ | PR »; 
Some gain One Trinket 2 hoſe another. 
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EPILOGUE 
Theſe Novueltiet, with Grief, 22 1 


men ſee : 
For, ſpould en Modes prevail ; : pray, i bat 
are le: 
How aft do — our tender Spirits ou, 
By telling us ; We are a Trifling Ser! = 
Ter, — I am told, Philoſophers maintain ; 
Nature makes not the ſmalleſt Thing, in vain, 
And, let demureſt Prudes ſay, What they will; 
The Beſt of Women wonld be Women, ſtill. 
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